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ABiaEL ROWE. 



CHAPTEE I. 

MISS BOWE DIGS ALONE. 

The new year arrived in a motley coat, a thing of 

shreds and patches, black and white and grey and 

green, the hue of hope ; even more like a harlequin 

suit than is usually the robe of the deceitful elf who 

comes to us all promises, and limps away dripping 

with tears. 

The rioting became so serious in the metropolis 

that ministers, their houses beiug wrecked, were 

awakened to the necessity of attendiug to the wishes 

of the people. Committees of inquiry were appointed ; 

the question of daily bread duly discussed, with the 

result that 'a Corn Bill was brought in, fixing the price 

of wheat at eighty shillings a quarter, and passed on 

the 10th of March, 1815, despite the frantic opposition 

of the Whigs indoors and out, and the prophetic 

denunciations of perspiring demagogues. 
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The Prince was said never to have looked so well 
for years as in the midst of the general hubbub of 
this spring. Was it the effect of a newly imagined 
jasey of a deeper shade of brown? Or was it in 
consequence of secret satisfaction, in that the mob 
were taking to assaults on M.P.'s instead of on him ? 
No. It was something much more important than 
riots, or even jaseys, that caused his cheek to bloom 
into natural pinkness, his chin to dimple as in 
youth. 

She was gone 1 The Dreadful Wovmn was safe across 
the Channel, with the blessed silvery streak between/ 
The aching molar was out. The Prince of Wales — 
the first time for years — could breathe freely, could 
drive anywhere without a constant dread of perceiving 
a Blowsalinda prancing round the corner. Was that 
not enough to make him gay ? But before delicious 
daydreams were realized there had been many a slip 
and instant of agony. The molar was deep-rooted, 
and took a deal of pulling out. Whitbread tried 
with all his might to keep the Princess in England ; 
but she was so bent on freedom, that no argument 
could move her. Indeed, she changed her line of 
reasoning with an abruptness which, even in her, 
was disconcerting. *'I cannot bear," she wrote to 
Whitbread, **to be a means to create disturbance." 
This was something sweetly fresh, that engaged by 
its novelty. To imploring Charlotte she wrote, " My 
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dear, we cannot be of the smallest use to each other ; 
why make pretence ? There is only one thing to be 
done, and I doot. Parliament votes me money. If 
I refuse, they say, What de devil does de woman want ? 
We cannot make her husband like her, or de Queen 
receive her; so we give her a sufficient sum to 
maintain her rank elsewhere." * 

And so she absolutely went at last ; and the stormy 

element being removed from Court, things took a 

tranquil turn ; and the Prince gave charming parties 

Jines to celebrate the " happy event," just as if it had 

been a christening. 

The new regime brought little satisfaction to poor 
Charlotte, who felt herself utterly neglected, and pined 
and lost her health, as all the tendrils of her warm 
affections were frosted and severed. She had no 
companion of her own age and sex now. Crauford 
Lodge was damp— a cool grot embowered in thick 
trees. Harsh granny pounced down from the Castle 
hard by and lectured her ; the army of frumps and 
fograms exasperated her. No doubt she was unduly 
forward, and needed a judicious system of repression ; 
but the rule under which she lived now was one of 
iron, suited rather to a felon than to a self-willed 
damsel. For a while She bore her fate with patience, 
but at last humbled herself so far as to apply to her 
indifferent father for a relaxation of discipline. His 

'^ This letter is authentic. 
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own burthen being lightened, he looked kindly on her 
petition. She might come to London now and then, 
even go once a week to a play or opera ; but her com- 
panions henceforth were to be selected with extremest 
care, and rash Sittings in hackney coaches rendered 
impossible. The entrance to Warwick House towards 
the lane was secured with bars. The only entrance 
into the virginal retreat was through the courtyard of 
Carlton House, from whose windows all who came 
and went might be noted down and criticized. It 
was given out that when the heiress presumptive 
appeared in the royal box, no one was to applaud* 
She was never to take the, air in an open carriage* 
Two attendant ladies and General Garth were to 
occupy the other seats of the vehicle. The whole 
thing became so ridiculous, that the General begged 
permission to ride on horseback, in order to appear 
less like awarder borrowed from a house of correction. 
Meanwhile affairs abroad progressed — up to a 
certain point — most satisfactorily. The magnificent 
reception of the Allies in London had been followed 
by a gathering of bigwigs at Vienna. Eeversing 
the usually accepted arrangement, pleasure came 
first, and business afterwards. All the pomp of 
European diplomacy was busied in the Congress — 
snipping the map of Europe, and distributing provinces 
with inch-rule and scissors — when an explosion took 
place which scattered the arbitrators. While the 
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princes and envoys of the showy conclave were twisting 
their rope of sand, the news arrived that the eagle had 
left his cage, that the curse of mankind had put him- 
self at the head of an army, that he had shown so 
little consideration for the feelings of the bigwigs as 
to perch once more upon the throne of Prance. As 
the great Napoleon placed his foot upon French soil, 
he remarked, " Voila le CongrSs dissout ; " and it was 
so. But birds who leave their cages must be caught 
again. The world beheld the unparalleled spectacle 
of a vast confederacy in arms against a single 
individual. Diplomacy vanished, war reappeared 
upon the scene, and England, trusting no more to 
the slippery policy of a Tallyrand or a Mettemich, 
boldly took that lead in the ensuing contest which 
was hers by right of previous action. When he left 
Elba the fortunes of Bonaparte were by no means 
desperate. His fate hung upon the possibility of 
-warding off hostilities until he should have time to 
organize. Delay might have saved him, but Lords 
Castlereagh and Wellington — emissaries of destiny — 
decided otherwise. The victory at Waterloo finished 
the struggle at a blow. 

As may be conceived, London went mad again with 
joy. It had been awful to think that, after all the 
misery the people had endured already in consequence 
of protracted diflSculties on the Continent, a new war 
was to be inaugurated, that might drag on for years, 
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as the previous one had done; and the suddenness 
with which gathering clouds had been dispersed pro- 
duced a feeling of intense relief. Everybody shook 
hands and drank wine with everybody else. The 
metropoUs was illuminated. Drawing-rooms were 
held and balls given ; and in the universal expansion 
of soul and distribution of comforting sops, Charlotte, 
the recluse, was a gainer. She accompanied the 
Queen to Brighton, danced under the golden dragons 
in the ballroom of the Pavilion like any other girl, 
was even allowed to walk on the Steine, and, grow- 
ing juvenile, took to perambulating the shores and 
romantic comers of Eottingdean in the company of 
a fine young man. Shall we now digress and enter 
on a disquisition concerning the human heart and 
the elasticity of youth, which will rebound and beat 
with idiotic ardour the moment the chiUing hand of 
repression is removed ? No ; we will refrain. Suffice 
it to observe, that under the reviving influence of sighs 
and soft nothings, breathed by a handsome gentle- 
man, Charlotte's cheek grew rosy as of yore, and her 
gay laughter echoed along the beach, as though she 
had never been a prisoner. She looked upon Leopold 
of Saxe-Coburg, and thought his companionship 
delightful. He was a Waterloo hero, and every one 
was building altars before the victors of that immortal 
fight. '* They were modern Hotspurs ! '' cried Madam 
Grundy, as she gathered them under her wing. 
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These coffee-house comets, morocco-booted bucks, 
were as impatient as their horses, and thought no 
more of running their noses into fire than the moth 
that dances round the candle. The dear silly fellows 
cantered after the foe with as highbred an aplomb as 
they would use in pursuing a fine woman in the Park 
with the chance of a brother's bullet ; they took an eagle 
as quietly as a pinch of rappee, and upset an enemy 
as carelessly as they would floor a watchman or 
kick a sheriff's officer downstairs. Madam G. was 
charmed that the curled darlings — lords of acres, 
bearers of ancient names — should hide indomitable 
courage under an amusing affectation of effeminacy. 
Charlotte did not like sham effeminacy, but she 
admired courage, and, like tnany an ardent and head- 
strong female, longed to be mastered. In the tall and 
handsome Leopold she recognized her master, and 
loved him. No more tantrums and vinegar discus- 
sions as with the snipe-legged Orange. She gibed at 
Leopold, and played him hoyden tricks, as was her 
nature to do ; but when he looked injured or senti- 
mental, she was overcome with woe, made pretty 
moues of contrition. He corrected her sententiously, 
like a governess ; but, dear me, what a difference it 
makes as to who delivers the sermons ! When the 
reverend Ezekiel preaches, you, madam, drink in 
each prosy word (while others yawn), thinking that 
never did such pearls of wisdom drop from human 
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tongue ; and all the time he is prating dreary nasal 
platitudes. If those who love us did not don coloured 
glasses, where should you and I be ? Prophets, we 
are told, are unhonoured in their own country. Well, 
true prophets are scarce. Let us, the counterfeit, 
rejoice and be exceeding glad that our mothers, 
maiden aunts, should think their fowl is turkey when 
it is only goose. In the charmed eyes of Charlotte, 
Leopold was nothing less grand than a peacock. She 
went out of her way to perform hoydenisms for the 
purpose of being reproved. The dull-eyed, pallid 
girl with a brown-paper complexion, and too redundant 
a figure for her age, became quite pretty again, with 
a subdued and reticent manner, that sat well on an 
heiress presumptive ; and corkscrew- visaged granny 
was delighted with her success, forgetful that it was 
to interesting Leopold, and not to her, that was due 
the welcome change. 

With Charlotte, out of sight was not out of mind. 
All these events were duly recorded in foUos of 
blotted and smeared manuscript, and transmitted by 
post to Battle Magna. At one moment the romantic 
Princess declared that meditation and an early death 
was the best of futures; that the only comfortable 
sphere was somewhere in ether, where spirits hover 
unceasingly, like the cherub who visited St. Theresa 
and flew about because unable to sit. Hours of idle- 
ness were spent in transcribing poesy, bits from Lord 
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Byron's last effusion, wherein Corsairs and Giaours 
frowned upon mankind and disgorged a godlike dis- 
content. Then came a change. This poor abused 
mass of rubbish, yclept a planet, had its good points. 
Humanity was piebald, not completely black. There 
were hopes for it in a dim future. There was one 
that had recently come under her notice, who was 
entrancingly superior to everybody else, whose deport- 
ment showed to what extent of improved condition 
a baser essence might some day aspire. He was 
slim, olive-complexioned, with a long nose, and brows 
just like the Corsair, and he talked like a book. Nay, 
he was the living embodiment of that enchanting 
creation Manfred. If only Abigel could see and be 
privileged to listen, etc., after the fashion of damsels 
who are in love. 

At another time Abigel would have laughed at all 
this and have been immensely amused, but her heart 
was too sick for laughter, and she read all the out- 
pourings of her friend with an accompanying com- 
mentary of sniffs. Human love, faith — pooh ! There 
was no such thing. Some people didn't pretend to 
any such foolishness, and theirs was the wiser part. 
Others glibly chattered and looked unutterable 
devotion, and swore oaths and vowed vows with such 
a semblance of genuineness as to deceive and undo 
the unwary. But they were brazen pots emitting 
sound, empty within. Love ? Ha, ha ! Faith ? 
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Ha, ha, ha ! At the mere consideration of the inflated 
Bugaboos, Abigel clasped her hands behind her shapely 
head and laughed an ugly laugh, which hurt her lips 
and seared her breast — an acid cachinnation. 

Who should be a judge, if she were not ? That she 
elected to give her energies to Leoline was nothing. 
It concerned only herself, the waif, and she looked 
for no reward beyond a pleased consciousness of merit 
and a pale satisfaction in that an appointed task 
was being carried out as thoroughly as circumstances 
permitted, if not successfully. But what was to be 
said about the great hulking fellow who had entangled 
her in a sort of promise, and on whom, in consequence 
of his apparent single-mindedness, she was actually 
beginning to look with a species of something or other 
that was not quite love? There had seemed some- 
thing so unutterably tender in the unquestioning 
abnegation of the athlete, who, out of pure, un- 
adulterated affection for an unworthy object, had 
quietly laid by his cherished ambitions, and occupied 
himself with a quest in which he could have no 
individual interest. Is not Jacob's servitude for 
Laban's daughter a touching history? Well, the 
self-sacrifice of Cyrus was more heroic, because, for 
the sake of his love — ^who appreciated it, though she 
did not teU him so — he promised altogether and for 
ever to bury his ambition. 'Twas not a case of 
serving for awhile, then resuming your place and 



MISS ROWE DIGS ALONE. 11 

being master. Jacob, I dare say, made Eachel pay 
for it, twitted her for all he had undergone, and when 
she asked for a new yashmak snapped his fingers. 

Cy's case was different from the patriarch's. He 
was never to be master, so far as the resumption of 
ambitious attempts were concerned. Like a faithful 
and obedient vassal, he was to do what he was bid, 
and bark or wag his tail in obedience to a warning 
gesture. All this being arranged to the satisfaction 
of all parties, was it not outrageous that all of a 
sudden, without warning, he should put off his devo- 
tion as he might a spencer, his obedience like a waist- 
coat, and walk calmly away in shirt and breeches ? 
Was it not insulting, disgraceful, abominable, 
double-faced — ^too horrid for words to picture ? Who 
had asked him to express so much — to be so glib in 
promises ? It was horrible to be thus overreached — 
to feel that you have been made a fool of ; that you 
have obUgingly condescended to accept professed 
service as a favour to the professor, just to save him 
from suicide, and that he has then turned round with 
a grimace and a derisive guffaw. 

I will draw a veil over Abigel's behaviour, after the 
abrupt departure of her cousin for the second time. I 
am afraid she was a coquette, and could appreciate the 
flattering attentions of dangling swains, and be resent- 
ful when they set themselves free. It must be con- 
fessed, too, that a foreboding had come upon her of the 
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difficulty of the quest. The maid of Domremy con- 
sidered herself called, and marched straight to the goal 
in triumph. What if she had been repulsed, had met 
with insuperable difficulties ? Would she not have been 
a laughing-stock, degraded in her own conceit ; have 
gone back to her village to be jibed at by chawbacons ? 
To attempt a task and succeed is one thing ; to fail is 
another. An inkling of a possibility had once or twice 
dawned on Miss Bowe latterly, that the missing links 
in the chain would never be found ; that the peerage of 
Northallerton would never be revived ; that Leo was 
right to be so cool about it, since he was doomed to 
die in the obscurity which had been his birthright. 
In event of failure, how would she herself be affected ? 
Pentecost, in the nature of things, was not long for 
this world. So soon as she was gone. Lord Osmington 
would give free vent to his malice, and eject her niece. 
What would become of her? Was she to run to 
Charlotte and say, "Here I am, a destitute orphan, 
who has made a fool of herself. Provide for me " ? 
Certainly not. Miss Bowe was as proud as any of 
the blue-blooded, and would perish first. If Leo would 
say, " You have lost your protector for my sake, come 
to my arms ! Love and poesy and a crust ! " — ^At 
this juncture in her self-communing, Miss Bowe 
passed trembling fingers over her hot cheeks and 
burst into tears. Would that phenomenon never be 
grilled — ^never give up kicking ? Poesy and the crust 
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being altogether out of the question, there remained 
the pis-aller. A modest farm and Cjrrus. Wby not, 
after all ? That might be possible a long time hence, 
when the phenomenon was dead and the quest aban- 
doned ; a fate to be accepted with benignant conde- 
scension and Christian resignation. But now, Jacob, 
after only a few weeks, was grown weary of his service ! 
Fickle, inconstant monster ! Abandoning the solution 
of a riddle which grew more and more puzzling, he 
had gone back, without even asking permission, to 
his vulgar fisticuffs — after showing such unexpected 
acumen, too — and had left Ariadne to muddle her 
brains alone. Abigel was furiously indignant against 
the deserter ; for how was she to be sure that he had 
only deserted — ^that he had not gone over to the 
enemy as on a previous occasion ? It was a mercy, 
though, that he had no letter to take with him. Abigel 
made another discovery, but fortunately after the 
departure of the pugilist. 

The creeping months had crawled slowly. She was 
wandering listlessly in the crumbling apartments, 
wondering whether any one would answer the adver- 
tisement ; whether any one yet lived who could answer 
it ; whether the monument had not been broken up 
and used in the restoration of the church. The gossip 
of Kimpton's friend seemed to point to some other 
method of destroying it. There had been no mural 
alterations at the manor-house. Its tumbledown 
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condition was proof enough of that. What, then, 
could have become of the slab, after it had been 
carried in green baize like a bagatelle table ? Having 
nothing else to do, and being afflicted with tablet on 
the brain, Miss Rowe began systematically at the top 
of the eastern turret, and rummaged with con- 
scientious precision. The owls and bats that had 
dwelt there so long undisturbed wheeled round her 
head with discordant outcries. Why could this rest- 
less girl not leave them in peace, without stirring aU 
that dust? The breath of time and of decay had 
blasted all in those upper chambers. The piles of 
lumber littered down, falling to pieces at a touch. 
Not a vestige of a freestone tablet was to be found. 
How unlikely that it shoul4 ! Probably it had been 
cast into the brawling Fosse, where trout had studied 
the precious words, ere the trickling water had effaced 
them. 

It is a hard thing for an energetic mind to remain 
fallow. If Miss Rowe wandered in the village, the 
hags would run out of their burrow and cackling 
crave for news. Madam Higgs would pipe shrilly of 
the reward she was to have for valuable information. 
Sally Scraggs would drop hints of whiskey. The 
blacksmith would look up from his work inquiringly. 
She felt in some sort an impostor, for there was no 
news or likelihood of any. How long ago it seemed 
since the advertisement was penned ! When you talk 
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a matter over with another you seem to be making 
progress, or may cheat yourself into a belief that you 
are; but in solitude that is impossible. There was 
no progress, or possibility of making any. 

Having continued the systematic search from floor 
to floor, Abigel found herself poking about again in the 
library. Just as if she did not know by heart every 
paper in Lady Olivia's chest ; every medicine phial in 
the ebony cabinet. 

Listlessly she ransacked every drawer, for there 
was nothing else to do. There were the old bobbins 
— ^how she hated bobbins — the old-fashioned silk 
racks, with the silks of many hues employed in those 
astonishing specimens of tambour-work that had 
grown old and bilious in the drawing-room. That 
little cabinet with plaques of lapis lazuli ! Vainly she 
had tried her fingers once before on its carefully 
adjusted doors. Why, they flew open now when she 
shook it ! Strange ! More documents, old bills, 
receipts, a bundle of recipes for currant wine and 
other secrets of housewifery. With a palpitating bosom 
she turned them over. If by chance — oh, if by 

chance Yet, no; 'twas vain to expect to find 

anything of importance. The letters which were given 
to Lord Osmington by Cyrus — the double-dyed traitor, 
who could calmly jilt his love and be false to his 
promised word — ^had been placed where they were 
found by Olivia, who justly gauged the faithlessness 
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of man. There was no chance of hitting upon any 
more. She must not cheat herself by such a hope. 
Heavens ! what was this ? A letter on yellow paper, 
Abigel's heart beat so wildly that she scarce could 
breathe, her eyes swam, and she was compelled to 
brush the tears from them ere she could read. 
Signed " James Jarvis ! " Absolutely James Jarvis ! 
To his brother Archibald, as the other one had 
been. He seemed always to have been writing to 
brother Archibald, who, after all, never did aught for 
him. In literal earnest he had asked for bread, and 
been given a stone. What could the letter contain ? 
The name so anxiously sought for ? Alack, no ! But 
it was interesting and important. Odd that there 
should be no mention of such a document in the diary. 
It complained, much in the same strain as the one 
destroyed, of poverty ; begged for alms to buy clothes 
for a third child, and to help him to remove his family 
to England (he did remove his family to England, 
then !) ; and ended by saying that little Miles and 
Dorcas were growing like their uncle. 

Miles and Dorcas ! Miles I Miles was the missing 
name. How provoking that he should not have 
mentioned the place to which he intended to remove 
his family ! No need to seek out the monument now, 
and yet — something might be gleaned from it as ta 
where the family had settled. Archibald must have 
been a hard man — harder than she supposed — not to 
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have established James on a proper footing when he 
migrated back to England. Perhaps not so. It 
must not be forgotten that though accused of murder, 
the fugitive was never tried. Was not that sufficient 
reason for continued concealment ? 

Miles Jarvis ! With a feeling of deep thankfulness 
in that patience was being rewarded, and that lost 
links were dropping one by one into her hand, Miss 
Rowe put the document carefully away in a little 
casket, with the diary and marriage lines and other 
precious things, and sat down to write to Leoline. 

That young gentleman lingered for a few months 
longer in- England, through the agency of Madam 
Cotton, who observed to the Princess, " What is the 
use of offering rewards for a special object if the man 
chiefly concerned is gadding who knows whither ? If 
no answer is vouchsafed, let him join us in six months' 
iime, when we proceed to Italy." 

The Princess, delighted as she was to be departing, 
iwquiesced at once. " Mon ami ! '' she said, "join me 
a real undoubted earl, and so I wiU have one of the 
jeerage left to lean upon ! " 

She bade farewell to the protege much as she had 
parted from her daughter, devoured by a longing 
for liberty. Madam Ambrosia and Lady Charlotte 
Campbell were the only old friends whom she took 
with her, though Sir William Gell, Monk Lewis, and 
others dutifuUy saw her off. 

VOL. III. 44 
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Abigel was in high delight over the new clue that 
she had found, and was writing to Leoline, bidding 
him not despair, but be of good cheer, when a 
packet arrived from Charlotte, wherein she mentioned 
that London was agog about the great prize-fight. 
What prize-fight ? The coming contest between the 
Sprig of Myrtle and the Pink of Bow. For Auld 
Lang Syne she, the writer, had actually hazarded 
some little bets upon the Sprig with imcles York and 
Sussex. Would not Abby come up to see old friends 
and witness her cousin's victory ? 

Miss Rowe flung the invitation on the floor, and, 
laying her head on the table, sobbed bitterly. 
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CHAPTEB II. 

THE TUG OF WAR. 

The great and long-expected and so frequently 
deferred day dawned at last, which was to see an 
honest encounter between the Pink of Bow and Sprig 
of Myrtle, so as to set the vexed question at rest for 
■ever as to which was the better man. A week befor.e 
the day fixed upon, a sparring match was held at the 
Fives-courts by the flickering light of oil lamps, that 
amateurs might gather a hint or two about the men 
on whom they had staked their money, the takings 
at the door being set aside as consolation-stakes for 
the loser in the grand battle. Lord Osmington made 
no secret of his partiality for Caleb. With an un- 
necessary garnish of expletives, he swore he was a 
picture, a perfect animal, devoid of blemish ; and so 
great was the influence of the President of the club 
over less-exalted Corinthians, that popular opinion 
followed his dictum, and the betting remained steady 
a.t seven to four on the Pink. But there was a look 
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of calm complacency on the visages of Cy and Cribb 
that was not without its effect on the knowing ones. 
Thomas might be prejudiced in favour of his friend ; 
but he was long-headed, and knew what he was 
about. Moreover, Gentleman Jackson and old Joe 
Ward, who were not so biassed, appeared hopeful. 
Although they knew better than to roar and howl and 
blaspheme, as Mendoza's faction did, they showed na 
fear for the honour of the Bristol school ; and a fact 
leaked out which spoke volumes, namely, that Jack- 
son, the prudent, had borrowed fifty pounds for the 
purpose of risking it on Cyrus. 

Caleb Rann was incapable of comprehending the 
quiet attitude of his antagonist. With him to be 
confident was to be noisy. Although resolved to 
behave himself to the best of his powers and wear 
a curb, he could not help bragging. The tempta- 
tion to cut a dash was more than nature could with- 
stand. He showed himself on the " Grand Strut " in 
the Park in garb of wondrous cut and hue ; made 
believe to consider the Sprig beneath his notice ; even 
sent an undertaker to the Lion in the Borough 
Market, out of bravado, to measure Mr. Smalley for 
a coffin. 

"Brag's a good dog, but Holdfast's a better," was 
Cribb's remark over this bit of facetiousness ; for no 
good ever came of gasconading. 

"For all your bounce," said old Joe Ward, "I 



THE TUG OF WAR. 21 

Imow a little cove, not above nine stone, who'd shut 
you up in a jiffey." 

The lights became blue with blasphemy (Ward and 
Caleb chanced to have met at a lushing crib), as the 
Pink insisted upon knowing who the little cove was, 
that he might devour him, bones, body, and breeches. 

'' The little cove," returned the veteran, slyly, " sits 
in Bow Street ; and if you give me any nonsense, I'll 
give you a chance of seeing what he can do." 

" Whatever was Mendoza about," exclaimed Gentle- 
man Jackson, " to allow his candidate to play such 
antics ? " 

That worthy, as it happened, was only too thankful 
that his restive charge should be satisfied with a harm- 
less whisking of the tail. He was docile in the matter 
of diet — tolerably so — ^was in first-rate condition, 
and the Hebrews were cockahoop accordingly. There 
was deep and animated discussion as to where the 
merry business was to take place. Old Ward was for 
Kit's ^Cot House in Berks, a verdant and convenient 
spot; but then the Berkshire magistrates had set 
their faces of late against pugilistic contests, and 
were not likely to waive objections where the 
notoriously rowdy Bann was concerned. It was 
rather a blow to the amateurs when the Grand Signor 
declined to attend. The meeting with Sheridan had 
given him a turn, and disgusted him with the past. 
My lady Hertford, too, disapproved of the Fancy, and 
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took her royal friend to ruralize at the Pavilion to 
avoid the solicitations of Vere. Her ladyship, indeed^ 
preached propriety after the fashion of a Maintenon^ 
and deplored, with many head-shakings, that dear^ 
Yarmouth should patronize boxers. 

It was finally decided that the battle should tak^ 
place at Kingston, and many, taking advantage o 
the glorious July sunshine, resolved to make th 
pilgrimage by water. So, from an early hour, th 
Thames was as crowded with boats as if some aquati 
fete was on hand ; while as for the road, it was one 
long stream of vehicles of every shape and colour 
And what spirits all were in ! What a bandying o 
rough jape and broad rejoinder ! Even Lord Osming 
ton, who had settled to drive down his man in 
phaeton, deigned to enter into the spirit of the scene 
The curricle of an amateur, who had presumed t 
take the lead, broke down in front of him, and ther 
was a general jeer of derision from costard-monger 
and others in that he should miss the fun. " No 
matter," laughed the gentleman. " My upper benja- 
min is thick and heavy; will your lordship let me 
place it in your phaeton ? " 

" Certainly ; throw it up. But how will you get 
it again ? " 

** Quite easily, my lord, and many thanks," re- 
turned the dandy ; " for, with your kind permission, 
I mean to go inside it." 
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Think not that the beauteous sex disdained to 
grace the scene, although 'twas to look upon a 
mannish sport. Never was such an ambulating 
flowery parterre. Miss Sarah Hurley, the Cyprian 
(better known as " Sail of the Spice Islands "), was 
present in a pony chaise, wearing a new bonnet 
sprouting with dahlias ; fresh from threshing hemp 
at Bridewell. And with her Bet Beasley, the rag 
wench; and Poll Chapman, the cinder-sifter, so 
celebrated for running in a smock. The gipsy 
queen, too, of the flue-fakers was just behind in a 
donkey-tandem, escorted by a bodyguard of thin- 
legged gentry of the forked-radish pattern, kiddily 
logged. And bogle-eyed Jem, of course, on his 
Hbarrow ; and dirty Suke ; and chaffing Peter, the dust- 
zman's oracle. And round the corner of the Pig and 
*rinder box — known to the outer world as the Elephant 
^md Castle — ^was assembled a goodly host of excellent 
-company, enjoying a shove in the mouth. Sam 
Shanks, who is called by pals the " Duke of Limbs," 
was there, passing round, with genial liberality, a pot 
of heavy wet for the delectation of Ned Trollop, the 
tripe man, and Tim Ferret, the scavenger, and their 
ladies and grown-up daughters ; while Slippery Kate, 
the oyster-vendor, resplendent in best clothes, was 
standing glasses of daffy with the manner of a real 
duchess. It is needless to say that the other ranks 
of society were equally well represented. The Dukes 
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of York and Sussex were tooled down on my lord 
Yarmouth's private coach ; while a foreign prince or 
two were piloted by Alvanley. 

Cy, by advice of the sagacious Champion, had 
taken up his quarters at the Stag of Kingston three 
days previous to the important date, not wishing to 
spoil the good effects of country air by breathing the 
polluted atmosphere of London. The Stag had a 
right to rear its horns on high; for never since its 
foundation stone was laid had it taken in finer 
company. Squires from the southern counties were 
present by the score. The best beds were aired for 
his Grace of Beaufort and my lord Worcester ; while 
Lord Sefton and Prince Esterhazy had to be content 
mth shakedowns, like ordinary untitled mortals. 

The spot chosen for the rencontre was a field 
between Kingston and Thames Ditton, and there a 
ring was formed of thirty feet diameter. A tiny tent 
was erected for each hero, after the fashion of the 
knights of old ; but instead of a shield hanging out- 
side, a little flag was hoisted, made of coloured silk. 
Mendoza and Scroggins appeared to pick up Eann, 
each armed with a sponge and bladder of rum-and- 
water; while for Cyrus, Eandal and Spring were 
nominated seconds, with Cribb as referee. And a 
splendid figure was that last-named gentleman, in 
a brand-new cutaway of palest snuff colour, a drab 
castor turned up with scarlet; the glittering belt 
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about his waist ornamented with a couple of silver 
fists in front, flanked by large circular plates. 

Before the commencement of operations the 
Champion addressed the seconds, bidding them show 
that the strictures which it was unhappily beginning 
to be the fashion to cast upon the noble art, were 
mendacious and unjust. "Prove yourselves gentle- 
men," he said. "On the men setting-to, retire to 
your comers decently ; and when time is called, bring 
'em quick to the scratch. No shabby tricks, and don't 
employ bad language, or make grimaces at your 
opponents." This was a long speech for Mr. Cribb, 
and required a flash of lightning to wash it down. 

What is that yell of applause — that rush and 
Traving of hats and handkerchiefs? It is my lord 
Osmington with the favourite, who takes his fogle 
£xr<mi his neck and flourishes it round his head. 

"He's a game one is the Pink of Bow," shouts an 
^^tithusiast, " his complexion milk and roses ; a hardish 
*^^xat to crack ! Seven to four on the Pink ! " 

"Where lurks the Sprig of Myrtle?" bawls an 

^^^erent of the rival candidate. "What means this 

diffidence, as if he was here against his will ? Does 

-k^^ feel that his chance is a poor one ? It really does 

^eem as if he were showing the white feather." 

" No fear," retorts indignant Ward. " He'U be up 
vhen wanted." 
"He is in his tent," explains the Champion, "to 
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avoid the July sun; but as fit as a fiddle for all 
that.'' 

" In his tent ? What a queer fancy ! Instead of 
arriving in state, surrounded by swells, to creep 
hither unawares ! Show your mug I Don't be 
ashamed of it ! '* roars an admirer. " Come out, 
and let us look at you.*' 

With calm deliberation the Sprig issued from his 
tent, and stepped, like another Achilles, on to the 
turf of slaughter. The odds on the Pink were seven 
to three, till Cyrus, entering the ring, tossed ofif his 
coat and threw his hat within the ropes. His form, 
his modest deportment, and his dress occasioned a 
buzz of approval. He wore laced boots, a pair of 
white doeskin breeches, and silk stockings, tied at the 
knee with knots of yellow ribbon, carrying each a 
sprig of myrtle. A broad web-band was round his 
waist, with three buckles to it — a tip from his trainer, 
who always wore one. He showed a firmness of 
flesh, clear and speckless, which proved nothing to 
have been omitted to bring him to the apex of his 
powers; and people began to whisper that the 
Champion was a leery covey, cunning as to keeping 
matters dark ; one who knew well what he was about. 

A few seconds later, the Pink stood opposite, "with a 
self-satisfied smirk ; and the knowing ones, seeing the 
two stripped together for the first time by light of 
day, declared that the latter was overtrained ; for to 
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the experienced eye the insertion of one muscle into 
another was too plainly visible. It might savour of 
hypercriticism, but he seemed to be fined down too 
much; and the doubtful impression produced by 
contrast with his rival was not improved by the 
circumstance that when he threw his hat into the 
ring, it was caught by the wind and blown out again 
— a bad omen. Nevertheless, he was a fine-looking 
fellow in his dark cinnamon breeches and brown 
stockings and brilliant pink fogle bound about his 
waist ; and Mendoza might well be proud of him. So 
bumptious was he, that he tried to make a speech — 
indecorous, unprecedented proceeding — which had to 
be nipped in the bud. Since the last encounter, he 
averred, he had learnt a thing or two, which he 
would display before an hour was out for the gratifica- 
tion of Corinthians. 

" Two may improve in science," rebuked the Cham- 
l^ion. " Swaggerers and swashbucklers are worthy of 
contempt. Hold your tongue, and get to business." 

Both peeled so well that the match looked extremely 
promising; for 'twould have been hard to find two 
more magnificently muscular specimens of the fistic 
gladiator, a pair more perfect in health and condition. 
Urged thereto by Gentleman Jackson, they cordially 
shook hands, expressing a hope that the best man 
might win; and as Caleb took his place, he was 
sorely exercised as to his rival. The white feather 
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ifvas not visible now. What did. he mean by lookiixg 
SQ confident? Was he a coward, taking heart o- 
grace because he could not help himself; or did thai*^ 
reserved manner of his denote a certainty of victory S^ 
At setting- to, both sought to avoid first plaj^^ 
squaring at one another, with bodies well throwT^i 
back, watching the minutest movement of each other' fic 
iris. The length of Cy's arms, kept well in fronf, 
made him exceedingly difficult to touch, and the 
stillness was intense as the combatants moved 
cautiously to and fro without striking. Presently 
Caleb, growing tired of this, hit straight for the lobe 
of the liver ; but Cy leapt nimbly back two or three 
feet in the Belcher style, and won a burst of applause 
for his lightness. Several minutes of artful sparring 
followed, and the Pink began to be certain that he 
had underrated his rival's powers as well as his 
determination. He was vastly improved in science — 
no doubt of it — ^not to be caught with chaff. That 
inscrutable manner of his was mighty queer, though. 
During the first few rounds nothing special happened, 
and a few murmured that this was science run to 
seed ; but these were speedily hushed down. Though 
both commenced to pipe a little, they stood firm ; yet 
the betting showed signs of changing ; for the back of 
the Pink was damp, while the entire skin of the Sprig 
was suffused with a ruddy glow. Taking the hint, 
the speculations of the Fancy were squared accord- 
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ingly, and Lord Osmington cursed under his breath, 
and called his favourite names. 

''Don't be all night!" exclaimed Miss Sarah 
Hurley. " Give him one on the pimple ! " 

" Ay ! " cried her jfriend Poll, the cinder-sifter. 
" It's awful slow. A good chatterbox hit now — 
summat to derange the attic ! " 

" Look alive ! " chorused the impatient ladies. 

That the Queen of Beauty should bestow the guerdon 
on a successful knight is becoming ; that she should 
bellow slang in a gin voice, and create a diversion 
from important matters, is not. The Corinthians 
determined then and there that from lovely woman, 
at all events, there should be no unseemly interrup- 
tion. I regret to chronicle that Sail of the Spice 
Islands was incontinently dragged out of her chariot 
and placed astride of a patient ass that, unyoked 
from harness, was innocently browsing on savoury 
thistles, the which aggrieved and startled quadruped 
flung up his hoofs and galloped off, with the 
delinquent clinging about his neck, bawling for 
mercy. Stem lessons are sometimes necessary as 
examples for the body politic. All agreed that the 
punishment was deserved, and so none assisted the 
ill-used fair, who in due course was borne, with 
dahlias wildly waving, to the end of the field, and 
shot on to a bed of nettles. 

Caleb made play ; but Cyrus stopped him in good 
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style, returning with his left but short. The latte 
seemed now to think that it was time for somethin 
more lively; so he commenced a vigorous assauli 
and, closing gradually up, kept his adversary em 
ployed to the full, while, like a skilful tactician, h 
was stealing imperceptibly closer and closer. Whe 
he deemed his distance sufficiently well measured, h 
feinted with his left, and landed a tremendous blo'' 
over Caleb's eye, cutting him to the bone, drawin 
the blood in a torrent, and knocking him clean oflf hi 
legs. Thus early in the contest were decided tw 
important points, namely, first blood and first knock 
down blow. Loud shouting arose among the spec 
tators. Mendoza looked glum; Cribb rubbed hi 
hands ; Lord Osmington ground his teeth ; Lore 
Sefton cried " Hooray ! " and the betting changed t( 
even. 

The fearful force of that sledge-hammer blo'v 
showed its effect on Caleb, who came to the scratcl 
looking confused, his eyes blinking strangely, th( 
crimson stream making fantastic shapes about hif 
face and body. He muttered something incoherent 
and came on. Cyrus was not one to let slip ar 
advantage fairly earned, but vigorously pressed for* 
ward to improve his success. He landed a stinging 
hit on Caleb's nob; but, his foot slipping, was lafc 
in getting off, and received a counter-hit. The 
men caught hold, Lancashire fashion, and, after s 
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tr^^mendous tussle, with throbbing veins and sinews 

lil^^ cords, Cyrus went down undermost. Lord 

O^^nington yelled like a maniac, "Go it, Eann ! 

Gr<:> it, Pink of Bow ! The day will lie yours yet ; 

if :iaot, 'twill be the worse for you." And Cyrus, as he 

ca^xne up to time, thought inwardly, " Strange that he 

stxould be so inveterate ! He'd Uke me to be left dead 

^I>on the field ! " The excitement became uproar. 

Exxcouraged by his patron's voice, lashed by ominous 

^"Cirmurs, Caleb came up fiercely, and led off at Cy. 

Touching him lightly, he got away from the return, 

^^d swiftly put in his right, catching Cyrus on the 

^bs. The latter was countered, and Eann, then 

J^tnping in, landed a heavy nobber. Some sharp 

^^changes took place, and both went down at the 

^lose, Caleb looking haggard and anxious. Betting 

^^xnained even ; but Eann was still most asked for. 

** Splendid! magnificent!" roared his Grace of 
-^^aufort, who forgot his gout and his dignity, and 
^^Hced with eagerness upon the sward. " Your lord- 
^l^ip should look blue ! " he gibed at Vere. '' T'other's 
^^ fit as ever ; your man's growing silly." 

Indeed, there was more than enough to make the 
"itik look foolish. He had boasted overmuch and 
^"Waggered prodigiously ; had pitied his patrons in that 
^*^e match was too uneven to provide real sport ; now 
^^ was steadily getting the worst of it, though both 
*^ood arm to arm with conspicuous gallantry, neither 
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as yet conceding an inch of contested ground. Caleb 
came up, bleeding badly from the face; Cyrus was 
blowing like a cow in a clover field. Might the tables 
be turned yet ? Cyrus went straight for his man, 
closed in, and got his head in chancery, intending t 
fib him well ; but Caleb, in desperation, seized Cyru 
by the hand, and, with a clever twist, threw 
opponent heavily. Did ever such a yelling an 
screeching issue before from human throats ? Me 
and women crushed forward and buffeted to get 
better place. Spice Island Sail, with bonnet wrecke 
and dahlias drooping, forgot the lesson, and curse 
with brazen lungs. Many watches and purses change 
owners in the scrimmage ; the booty being 
away in little carts, stationed to receive deposits. 

And so the fight went on for fifteen rounds, on 
occasionally scoring, and then the other. In th 
sixteenth , slogging was the order of the day. 
started with a severe one from the left, and go 
countered by the Pink, who in turn received 
stunning blow under the ear, which sent him to grass^ 
But he was not done yet, though Cribb screamed i 
glee, "Go on, my boy, my angel! You can't 
now." Of a truth, the Pink, so gay and dSbonnairi 
a while ago, appeared a piteous spectacle. Stagger- 
ing, but game, he rose from his second's knee and 
felt blindly for his foe. His grand attitude made 
him look a perfect gladiator, despite his punishment. 
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and a murmur of approbation rose from all except 
Lord Osmjngton, who glared and bit his nails. Cyrus 
again got his right on Caleb's eye, causing blood to 
flow afresh; but 'twas from the old cut. He was 
touched in return, and almost instantly, by a cross 
buttock of exquisite skill, Caleb tumbled him over. 

" By the Lord ! *' bawled Vere, " that was sublime. 
If you do it again you'll win ! " 

'* Will he ? " gibed Cribb, forgetting the rank of the 
speaker. *' That he won't. It's a matter of minutes. 
His bolt is shot." 

How long it lasted ! Time, laying down his scythe, 
fleemed to have taken a place as spectator. How 
^ell both pugilists faced one another, exhausted both, 
l)ut each breathing defiance. Cyrus showed signs of 
^Ustress, but Bandal encouraged him between every 
xotmd with prudent words of counsel. Caleb was 
evidently " going to pieces," the amateurs declared ; 
lut, bolstered with strong waters, he maintained his 
'bnlldog pluck. He would not allow himself ot his 
seconds to whisper of defeat, repeating over again as 
^0 tottered from his comer, "Who'd have thought 
**© was no cur? But I'll do him — do him yet." For 
*^Veral rounds more he staggered up to be knocked 
^o^m, though Cyrus would fain have let him be. 

But Cribb would not hear of it. " We had enough 

double last time," he said. " Don't let's have more 

S^bage from scoxmdrels in the newspapers." 
TOL. ni. 45 
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" No, indeed," Cyrus exclaimed, with angry bitter 
ness. '^ For honour's sake I'm here, for the last time 
For honour's sake we'll settle it once and for ever." 

The rubicon was passed, the battle altogether i 
his hands. Caleb came reeling again and again tc: 
meet his doom, and went heavily each time to 
with a slight push. He was aware now that 




was past, but would not strike his colours so long ai 
he could rise to his feet. At length, exhausted natur 
gave in, and in one hour and ten minutes he Wi 
knocked out of time, and, beaming with exultatioiL. 
Cribb threw up the sponge. 

As Caleb was borne senseless to his tent, 
Osmington's wrath broke into a torrent of abus^^- 
"Dash, dash, dash ! Brute ! pig ! how dare you ? "^^^ 
was the burthen of his song. " Have I spared tronbL -^ 
and expense to make you win, you dolt, you bloe te^^ " 
head? Haven't I made all sorts of promises d 
pendent on success; and what a fool you make m 
look ! I lose four thousand pounds, and my judgment '^ 
will in the future be impugned. Of aU the idiotgr^ 
knaves, beasts, you are the most foul. You've no 
brains, of course ; but it's hard that your stupid arms 
and fists should fail you." Up and down the tent he 
raged like a wild animal, and Caleb, who had recovered 
consciousness, lay on his back, listening sullenly. 
To be beaten was bad enough, but to be insulted 
afterwards ! Poor Caleb, softened by unexpected 
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imiliation^ burst into tears as he sprawled on the 
ound with rags applied to his temples, and sobbed 
[6 a woman. 

"Snivelling now?" sneered Vere. *'It's you who 

a»^»:r*e the cur ! Don't ever presume to show your ugly 

x^^^'iig to me again. Do you hear? Four thousand 

p^zz^unds I've lost on you, you colossal booby, and 

P=*:^^stige to boot ! You grovelling, puling villain ! " 

IHis lordship banged out of the tent and leapt into 

h-i-B phaeton, and, devoting his grooms to the deuce, 

e*:i-deavoured to escape from the throng. But an 

I'^^^cxmense concourse was surging about the victor's 

t^xit, hallooing, howling, cat-calling, swearing they 

^^ould not depart till the idol showed himself. After a 

P^-nse, the Sprig of Myrtle emerged, pale but calm as 

®'^^^r, having, been brushed up by his delighted attend- 

^■^^ts so as to show as little punishment as possible. 

•'Another match!" shouted Lord Sefton. "By 
^"^piter, we'll pit him for the Championship. What 
ftH.y you, Cribb ? You'd laugh on the other side of 
your mouth if he wrested that belt from you." 

Mr. Cribb grinned, and took the hand of his boy. 
'*He'B worthy to wear it. And, please Heaven, he 
^ some day. 'Tis for him, not me, to challenge. 
What say you, Cy ? " 

"I will never do that," responded Cyrus, with 
emotion. "Fight my best of friends, my father? 
Why, I should go down in the first round, and serve 
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me right. No, no ; let Thomas wear the belt, ble&i 
him, for many and many a year. When he feel 

inclined to retire, maybe But no, never again. "^ 

The voice of the victor faltered, his lip trembleL j 
and he turned white. 

" Give him air ; he's queer," cried anxious Cribb. 

" A speech, a speech ! " yelled the multitude, aiM.<f 
the cry was taken up till it rose to a deafening roar. 

" No, no ! " bawled Cribb. " Why can't you \et 
him be, you gluttons ? Hasn't he done enough ? " 

" Yes ; a speech," Cyrus said sadly. " I ain't gooA 
in that line, but I have a few words to say, if so be 
as you'll hear me patiently." 

The acclamations subsided, and the crowd was all 
attention. 

" I only want you to know," said Cyrus, with ity 
lips, " that I fight no more prize battles. My inin3^ 
is firmly set, and I only came out now because '» 
dastard tried to ^tick me in the back. I announced 
before my lords and gentlemen that I'd retired fron^ 
within the ropes for good, and nothing could hav^ 
changed that resolution except calumnies aimed a* 
my honour. I've proved how groundless were th^ 
charges ; so, come what may, the ring will know TO0 
no more." 

Lord Osmington lashed his horses furiously, and^ 
forcing a way through the crowd, departed like a 
whirlwind, scattering right and left all who stood in 
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Lis path. The modest oration was approved by some 
for its manliness of tone and quiet deep sincerity; 
but the prevailing feeling was one of profound dis- 
appointment. That one who had proved himself bo 
worthy should, of his own free will, leave the laurels 
unplucked which caressed his hand was depressing ; 
aaid there was a moumfulness about his manner, as 
of one who looks for the last time upon the fair earth, 
that sat oddly on a man who had just achieved so 
signal and well-won a triumph. Spring, in amaze- 
ment, stared at the noble patrons, then at Cribb ; but 
the latter lowered his eyes. Had the fellow a screw 
loose ? demanded his Grace of Beaufort. A man with 
such undoubted gifts, such rare powers, could have 
no right to throw them away. It was nonsense ! He 
was dizzy from the blows he had received. In a 
few days he would be all right again, ready to come 
forward. He, the Duke, would be his patron; was 
prepared to do anything in the way of encourage- 
ment. Hanged if the fellow should not accompany 
him to Badminton, and live on the fat of the land! 
It was proper and noble of him to refuse to fight 
his friend, but there were others who could show fine 
sport. That young Jack Bandal, now ; just the same 
age and size and weight. Hanged if he should not 
meet Jack Bandal before the fall of the leaf ! Lord 
Sefton shouted in chorus. 

But Cyrus was calmly determined, ttiou^ >3a»s^BSsiL 
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for the kindness of amateurs. He had a reason for 
leaving the ring which his old friend Cribb knew of, 
from whom he had no secrets. He did feel faint and 
queer, and would retire to rest for a little, if they'd be 
so good as to permit it. Thanking one and all, he 
bade them a long farewell and health and happiness. 
With a l^ow to the open-mouthed multitude, he 
vanished within his tent, and, crouching on a stool, 
buried his face in his hands. Poor fellow ! You are 
aware that the Champion of England was the mildest 
of men, that he would not smite a fly save as a 
matter of business ; and yet, as he stood over the 
victor of the fight and marked his mental suffering, 
the violence of the inner conflict which he had hidden 
from public gaze under an impassible exterior, he 
breathed words that were uncomplimentary to Abigel — 
felt as if he'd like to do her a personal injury. " Why 
is it so ordained ? " he groaned, scratching his pate 
in perplexity. " Why is it that we always fall in love 
with the wrong people, and are so perversely blind, 
while outsiders can see so clearly ? This dear, honest 
boy is pining for what in all probability he'll never 
have, and if he does get it, much wiU he be benefited 
thereby ! He'll make himself wretched and her too. 
If one is to suffer, I'd rather ,it was she. Oh, how I'd 
like to strangle her, the interfering baggage ! " 

The multitude dispersed, perplexed, displeased* 
Kandal and Spring stared at Cribb. 
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" If this is the way he takes victory, how would he 
take defeat ? " grumbled the latter. " He looks as if 
his heart were broke and life a vale of tears." 

" Are we to stay here till to-morrow ? " grunted 
Eandal, with impatience. " If I won a fight, blessed 
if I wouldn't trundle back to town alongside a dook 
at least. The swells have bolted; nothing left but 
a hired trap. Blowed if it ain't disgraceful ! " 

**You go and get it ready, then," said Thomas, 
seeing that remonstrances were torture to his favourite. 
*' We'U trundle back quietly in the cool of the evening 
together, and finish the night at the Lion." 

Cyrus had delivered the oration which cost him such 
an effort in crystal accents, which rose clear above 
the stillness; and Caleb Kann, lying swathed with 
bandages, heard and marvelled. " Not a bad sort," 
he mumbled aloud, while his seconds thought him 
wandering. "A good sort, but rummy — deuced 
rummy. Not a cur. Beg pardon ; my lord a mean 
blackguard, a beast ! Called me a cur ! As if I 
hadn't done my best ! Cursed and reviled me ! The 
sneak, to hit a fellow when he's down ! " Mr. Eann's 
wits grew clouded again, and he seemed to sleep ; 
but after a few seconds sprang up with fever in his 
eye. "Leave me alone! " he snarled. "Know my 
business ! Is Sprig of Myrtle gone ? Want to see 
Sprig of Myrtle, quick ! " 

No. The victor was not gone ; was just stepping 
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into the hired trap, whose seediness had evoked the 
spleen of Bandal. 

''Ask him to come to me. Cursed me; called me 
a cur! Won't I be even with him? Damn the 
reward ! Tell the Sprig to come." 

Caleb lay back panting and closed his eyes, but 
opened them again to see Cyrus looking gravely do^wn 
on him. 

"You want me?" he said. "Cheer up; you'll 
soon be as right as ever." 

" 'Tain't that," muttered the humbled Pink. " Can't 
see. Blind — ^but wish you no ill-will, old pal. Let 
me call you 'pal.' Really thought you were a 
coward, and beg pardon. This fogle, wear it ; for it 
belongs to you, the trophy of the vanquished." 

With a sickly smile Caleb detached his pink hand- 
kerchief and handed it to Cyrus. 

"Cheer up," cried the latter, cheerily. "A few 
nice washes of black briar-root will remove the 
mourning from your face, and you'll be as right as 
a trivet. I am glad you sent for me, and that's a 
fact ; for I always thought you a sly, vindictive fellow, 
who'd never forgive a beating. I ask your pardon for 
reading you so ill. We'll part without rancour. Good- 
bye ; for I leave the ring for ever, and London, too." 

" Both of us mistaken, then. Never bore malice to 
one as was my master," murmured Caleb, speaking 
with difficulty, "but can't abear a sneak. Why 
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leave the ring?" he asked suddenly, trying to peer 
into the other's face from under a dripping bandage. 
" 'Tain't idle curiosity, but don't answer unless you 
like. I saw an advertisement in the Yorkshire news- 
sheet with your name to it." 

" You did ? " cried Cyrus, on the qui vive at once. 
" What can you know about it ? " 

A grin passed over the battered visage of the Pink 
as he responded with feeble waggery, "Not so in- 
diflferent now — eh? I've been jack of many trades. 
You know that well enough. Boatman, bargee — ^was 
once a vintner's man at York. That ain't so very far 
from Stratton-on-the-Posse." 

** I remember that you were. Well ? " 

" Mind you, I don't claim no reward, though I shall 
he precious hard up after this failure. I tell you, to 
show I bear no malice to the man who can be my 
master. It's a stone that's wanted, isn't it, with a 
cherub in marble atop ? " 

"Yes, yes." 

" WeU, then, when I was at York I was sent, with 
another chap, to the great house by my employer to 
move a lot of port from one cellar to another. 'Twas 
hot, they said — ^too near the kitchen wall. When we'd 
changed the bins, I saw a cherub staring at me, which 
was startling ; and clearing the cobwebs, saw that it 
was an old memorial stone that had been used as a 
partition, and mighty comic I thought it was to use 
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such a thing for such a purpose. The thing's there 
still, I suppose," he added ; " for when the wine was 
removed, they shot in a batch of firewood. Any way, 
it's worth seeing to, if it does you any good, and I give 
you the information gratis." 

Cy Smalley's depression was transformed into joy. 
What news for Abigel ! He had been looking forward 
ruefully to a journey northward to try and make his 
peace, feeling but too well that the damsel's brow 
would be all frowns, her eyes flashing with indigna- 
tion. How could he possibly make his peace ? She 
would rave, and he would be abject ; but she would 
never, never trust him any more — could never grow 
to like him. A vague notion had flitted through his 
brain that perhaps she would be touched by the 
heroism with which he could dash the cup of triumph 
from his lips for love of her. But, then, she would 
possibly say, "You're full of protestations and 
promises and vows, but can break them easily enough 
when it suits your purpose. You vowed before that 
you had given up the ring, never to return to it. 
How do I know but that some day, when I have 
married you, a scribbler wiU assail your honour, as 
you call it, and you'll be tearing off again to break his 
head?" What could he reply to that? Henceforth 
it did not signify what people whispered behind his 
back. Nothing could have been more decisive than 
the victory. Caleb — queer fellow — admitted as much 
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complacently ; he who had been so scornful and full 
of spite. But Cy had broken his solemn promise ; 
that was a hard fact — how could he deny it ? He was 
far too straightforward to attempt any such thing. 
He had broken "his promise, and was not even sorry 
to have done so. Unrepentant, how could he hope 
for forgiveness? Abigel would cast him forth into 
outer darkness as a perjured, faithless rascal. This 
unexpected turn of affairs, though, put a new com* 
plexion on the matter. Now he could take the coach 
and travel northward with gladness and a clear con- 
science. She would upbraid, and he would laugh. 
She would fly into tantrums, and he would take her 
, in his strong arms, press her to his manly breast, as 
he might some fluttering bird that must be taught to 
nestle quietly. He could say, " I return to you crowned 
with glory. I've saved my honour, and by doing right 
have won an unexpected prize. If I hadn't beaten 
Caleb, his lips would have been sealed ; for he disliked 
me too much to do aught that might give me pleasure. 
We never should have found the tablet, for it would 
never have entered our minds to seek for a partition 
in a cellar." In the joy of hearing his news she 
would forget to frown, forget to twit him with his 
broken word. For did he not hold the missing clue^ 
the shattered link ? What would they not read upon 
the stone which Pentecost and the second lord had 
hidden so whimsically away ? 
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Caleb lay still upon his back^ subdued, softened 
by the revulsion of feeUng that was due to a good 
drubbing ; roused now and again to sorrow for him- 
self, as he brooded over the iniquity of Lord Osming- 
ton. "To hit a fellow when he's down, when 
he's done his best ! " he muttered again and again. 
He who spits against the wind wets his own face. 
Who but a foolish man would pour water on a 
drowned mouse ? My lord would repent his behaviour 
— ^that was a consolation. " Something more, old 
pal," he whispered. "It was Lord Osmington as 
wrote that spiteful article in the Morning Herald. 
I know it, though he did not tell me ! " 

His face beaming with gratitude, Gy shook his 
quondam rival by the hand, and went his way ; and 
Spring and Bandal made up their minds that he 
was mad, for sure never was so paradoxical a person. 
As for Caleb Bann, he was carried to the Stag, shorn 
now of its highbred company, and remained there 
until fit to be removed to town. His patron never 
sent a messenger to inquire how he was, or thought 
to despatch a few pounds for present emergencies. 
No ! Though all the knowing ones agreed that BaiuL. 
had fought as well as Smalley, and had shown such lu 
display of indomitable courage as made him worthjr 
of the name of Englishman, the vindictive lord took 
no more heed of him than if he had been a log. Caleb 
sent to town to draw money from the consolation- 
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stakes ; and as the sum dwindled, he dotted up a score 

of hate against his unkind patron, satisfied in some 

I sort with a conviction that the discovery of the tablet, 

i. which was so much wanted, would cause him to regret 

I his cruelty. 



it 
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THE TICTOfi RETURNS IN TBIUHPH. 

As he sped northward, Mr. Cyroa Smalley had : 
time to reflect upon what had happened. How 
lesB he had been to fall straight into my lord's 
and how my lord most have laaghed in his sle 
see how he gobbled the bait and splashed away 
stream, unconscious of the hook in his gills 1 
yet, who but those who were base themselves 
have suspected such turpitude ? Bat through 
too cunning, ha had overreached himself. Of o 
Cy ruminated, the proposal of the tenants U 
double rent had been reported, and my lord, h 
inquired into what was passing in the north 
perceived the desirability of separating the 
conspirators. He had calculated, no doubt, tht 
Sprig would be beaten ; that he would then, to 
a tarnished reputation, humbly return to a 
jmpUlari, and would thus be too much occupii 
make mischief in Yorkshire. Lured into the ^ 
of encouragement and flattery, he would be unabi 
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"^!rilling to renounce prospective honours. My lord 
t^^visted to the Corinthians to keep his fish in play. 
It was deftly imagined, and the result might have 
t>^^n as the schemer hoped — if Cy had not proved 
^<^tor. There was where my lord made his mistake. 
tt^ made a grievous blunder, too, in openly siding 
'^itsh Caleb; for if the Sprig had been under the 
P^.ta:onage of the President of the Pugihstic Club, 
^^aufort, Worcester, and Sefton would not have taken 
^xn under their immediate protection. With such 
powerful protectors he was secure from foul play. 
^y lord's undisguised fury had a bad effect with the 

*' Vere's certainly going to the dogs,'* his Grace of 

-Beaufort observed musingly to my lord Worcester, 

^s they rolled back to town. *' NoUesse oblige. If we 

lose our money, we should keep our temper. Hanged if 

1^ ever saw anything so spiteful and so foul-mouthed ! 

^'oiir thousand pounds he said he lost. A fleabite. To 

listen to his outcry, one would imagine that his rent- 

^oU had been staked on the hazard of the fists. In 

* President of the Pugilistic Club a most unseemly 

^^hibition ! " A verdict that was fully endorsed by the 

defined occupants of White's window. 

On reflection, Cy was ashamed of himself for having 
^een so easily caught in the snare ; and yet it settled 
<^He vexed point in his mind. Vere was desperately 
afraid of something resulting from the search — of 
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some glittering nugget being turned up by the patient 
delvings of Miss Eowe and her auxiliary. He was 
afraid of Madam Pentecost, or would long since have 
sent the inquisitive damsel into space. Prom which 
it was fair to conclude that he knew himself to be a 
usurper, and that Pentecost knew it also. But all's 
well that ends well. Many a criminal is undone by 
over-caution, brought to justice by the over-elaboration 
of his arrangements. If the toils had not been spread, 
chuckle-headed Cy would not have floundered into 
them; he would probably never have met Caleb 
Bann any more on earth. What a fatality thai my 
lord's tactics should have brought the two men in 
contact again whom it ought to have been his utmost 
endeavour to keep apart ; that emulation in reaching 
a goal should have given rise to a whimsical friend- 
ship between those persons, who ought to have 
remained enemies ! 

When Cyrus arrived at Eipon, he received an 
ovation. The tidings of victory had been transmitted 
by the Flying Coach, and all the tagrag and bobtail 
of the town came forth to greet the conqueror. The 
landlady of the Unicom stood under her archway 
wreathed in smiles, with the ostler by her side, bearing 
a bowl of spiced stingo ; and the knowing ones of the 
West Biding (all the knowing ones are not in the 
metropolis) stood forward as a deputation, and thanked 
the noble youth in a set speech for upholding the 
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repute of their county. And if Eipon was delighted, 
what of retired Stratton ? All the village turned out 
in full fig, men, women and children — even pet dogs — 
with Kimpton the blacksmith at their head ; and the 
bellringers indulged in their merriest peal, to the 
scandal of the vicar, who didn't approve of such doings. 
Never was. such a hero as this hero. My lord Wel- 
lington might beat Bony, and all the country far and 
wide would rise to give him thanks. But here was the 
child of Stratton-on-the-Fosse — flesh of its flesh and 
bone of its bone — ^who had come home like a triumphant 
David. Stratton would be but a stepmother if she 
showed no maternal pride. So the apothecary stood 
out, cleared his throat, as spokesman, with his bald 
crown glistening in the sun, and spake ore rotundo, to 
the terrified admiration of all listeners ; and the pro- 
prietor of the general shop, where pegtops and sweet- 
stuff and hobnailed boots vied for public favour, 
determined not to be behind, made a complimentary 
oration of a flamboyant character, in words of at least 
five syllables. 

It was a great day for Stratton, for the apothecary, 
and the proprietor of boots and brandy-balls, and the 
grocer, and other magnates decided that nothing but a 
British blow-out could do justice to so splendid an 
occasion. A subscription was hurriedly raised ; tables 
were laid out under the big trees opposite the inn, 

and the health of the Sprig of Myrtle was drunk with 
VOL. m. 46 
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uproarious applause. Tom Kimpton, in a waistcoat 
like a leopard-skin, that had never seen the day 
since his wedding, rubbed his old face with homy 
fingers, and explained how he had known it would be 
so. He had always been sure that there was summat 
in the lad, who'd make 'em all proud of him some 
day, and sure enough he was right; and simple, 
blushing Cyrus was astonished, as he listened, to 
think that from infancy he had been a marvel, whom 
all the world, except himself, knew to be predestined 
to glory. All this was vastly gratifying to the young 
man's vanity, but at the bottom of the cup were bitter 
lees. The tenor of his own discourse in front of the 
tent at Kingston had not been transmitted to York- 
shire. 

These kind friends were not aware that the book 
of ambition was closed for him, that he was never 
more to do his county credit. The local doctor, who 
was nettled by the success of the apothecary and 
rendered foolhardy by beer, launched into poetic 
flights, and depicted rosy visions, wherein the Sprig 
of Myrtle, stripped to the waist, stood awaiting 
victims. As the daughters of the Greeks were eaten 
by the Minataur, so would the Sprig snap up and 
crunch all candidates for fistic fame. The plain io- 
front of his dweUing would be covered with the corset 
of the slain. Corses did he say ? Bones — humeri^ 
tibise, Jibulse, scapuUe— picked clean and white by the 
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«ll-powerful and omnivorous maw. This was so 
^rand an excursion up Parnassus, that the apothecary 
- hung his diminished head and the company were 
moved to tears. But, indeed, they were by this time 
very drunk, and wore their feeUngs upon their sleeves. 
Cyrus was overwhelmed with embraces; his smart 
new coat was pawed by many a dusky hand, dabbed 
"with beery finger-marks; and damp whispers were 
hiccupped in his ear to the effect that every one had 
known it all along, and had always prophesied as 
much. Amidst the volubiHty that grew out of home- 
brewed ale, Cyrus found it impossible to explain his 
views. They would keep. What was the use of 
dashing the pleasure of to-day with prognostications 
of a gloomy morrow ? It was highly satisfactory to 
be appreciated by his own village folk. As he looked 
■at the bunches of myrtle that freely decked the board 
in honour of his cognomen, he wondered what she 
YTOuld think, whose favourite plant it was. Would 
die be glad he had won a victory, or would she turn up 
that blessed little nose ? It would not do to be any 
[ longer in suspense ; so bidding farewell to his generous 
entertainers, with hand-shakes and mutual good 
'^es, he turned into the park with jocund mind to 
seek his pretty cousin. 

Abigel did not fume, or dart sweet lightnings, or 
stamp her bewitching little foot. She looked up at 
^VuB as he appeared on the ruined terrace, and 
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contemplated him with a far-ofif gaze, as we survey, 
our minds attuned to a minor key, a portrait of one 
who is gone. She was very quiet, thin and pale and 
somewhat listless, she who could be so extravagantly 
active; and the yearning heart of Cy kindled and 
flamed. To think that she was like an Indian widow 
on her husband's pyre, sacrificing herself on the altar 
of an idea — offering up her youth before a deity who- 
could look stolidly on the while! The yearning 
heart endured another pang. Why was it that the 
loved face had lost its look of brightness ? Was it 
that she was disappointed in her quest ? Or was 
it that she had regretted the absence of her cousin ? 
Alas ! how could he bring himself to think so ? Was 
it that she pined for the visible presence of the 
fascinating jackanapes ? With what exultation did 
Cyrus thank Heaven for that disclosure of Caleb's 
— a piece of information which would go towards 
separating those two for ever. 

Like most jealous men, our pugilist was wrong in 
his reckoning. Abigel was pale and listless because 
everything that she could possibly bring herself to 
desire had been sliding away, leaving her to sink into 
quicksands. The chubby-cheeked phenomenon was 
alive still. The quest did not progress. The one 
picture of the future which seemed possible, as a means 
some day of filling an empty life, eluded her grasp. 

She forced herself to rise, however, from her seat 
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on the terrace-steps as Cyrus approached, with a 
pretty look of sympathy; for Kimpton the black- 
smith had rushed to the rtianor-house with news of 
the fight, and so, knowing all about it, she craved 
particulars with the courteous politeness of one who 
takes pains to show civiKty. 

The letter she had written, bidding Leoline not to 
despair, had been answered, and had provoked her 
much. Was she not a miserable girl to be uncertain 
as to what she wanted, to be so dissatisfied with the 
unrolling of events, the development of the characters 
and fortunes of those for whom she professed to care ? 
IVhat is the use of sacrificing your best years for the 
behoof of one who afflicts you with metrical praise ? 
leo was guilty of this misdemeanour ; for when she 
scribbled in hot earnest that she had come upon yet 
another priceless document, he replied with a sonnet on 
spurs and steel leg-pieces, regretting that so doughty a 
"warrior should combat in so weak a cause. Three days 
after, he despatched a really beautiful poem about a 
sea-nymph, who gave up immortality to impart a 
moment of joy to a poor fisher-lad — a poem which she 
read with ardent glow, then quickly put away. There 
was something distasteful about the end of it; for 
'twas unpleasant to hearken to soft nothings from 
his lips. Of course they were soft nothings. Poets 
are privileged to go into rhapsody about Chloe and 
Glycera and their countless charms; and while we 
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read, we know all the time that the poet cares nothing 
about one or t*other — ^that he is winking his eye, with 
his tongue in his cheek. Stella is but a peg to hang 
flowing couplets on. Well, but why, you will say, be 
annoyed by that which is the acknowledged practice of 
poets ? We are not annoyed by the doggerel nonsense 
on a bonbon. We laugh and cry, *' What tomfoolery ! " 
Perhaps the soft nothings coming from the poet 
Griggs would not have displeased Abigel. Perhaps 
she was inwardly racked by the tender platitudQS, 
because she would so like to have heard them in real 
earnest from his lips ! Be that as it may, she locked 
the verses in a drawer, sighing over the weariness of 
her existence, wondering why her particular dark cloud 
had never been provided with a lining — hugging her 
lonely heart, cynically brooding over its emptiness* 
Was it through fault of hers that her heart was 
condemned to be empty? Can it be a beneficent 
spirit that rules so rugged a world ? 

There was no vestige of anger in the demeanour of 
Miss Eowe when she advanced to receive her cousin* 
During the months which passed after his abrupt 
departure for town, she had had leisure for self-ex- 
amination of the most stringent kind ; and reflection 
showed how much to blame she had been in accepting 
at his hands that which he had not to give. How could 
she excuse herself for offering up Cy for the good of 
Leoline ? She had been selfish and naughty ; he had 
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^ overrated his strength. How many of us in moments 
jjj, of exaltation and hysteric fervour vow to do things of 
, which we are incapable when we have wakened from 
lj a condition of ecstasy ? How many of the Crusaders 
1^ wished their tongues had been bitten out before they 
, had registered stupid promises to go to Palestine? 
^ What was to be gained by the futile journey? 
•. Nothing, except wounds, and hardships, and expense, 
ji and a prospect of burial like a pauper's — a prospect, 
J. for such warriors as succeeded in escaping death, of 
j. finding madam married to her page, or misbehaving 
J with a troubadour. What silly promises we make, 
J and how speedily we regret our folly ! Jephthah was 
J not the only precipitate person, I dare say. Human 
J nature being unstable, vows should be accepted in 
^' the light of flowery compliments ; but as for expect- 
; ing them to be carried out — no ! We wiseacres should 
know better. Left to herself, Abigel perceived that 
she had been downright wicked. No woman whatsoever 
has a right to call upon a man to abandon the set 
direction of his life, his cherished aspirations, to 
satisfy a caprice of hers. If Cy was to give up all, 
what was he to receive in return ? There was so little 
that she had to give. He was an excellent, staunch 
fellow, who, having promised more than he could per- 
form, had fallen away. Was he to be blamed for it ? 
No. The deplorable mania for fisticuffs was apparently 
not to be eradicated. He must be considered mtk 



5G ABIOEL BOWE. 

liiH drawbacks, and appreciated accardingly. Was ib 
not whimsical that, despite the drawbacks, he should — 

persist in panting after his cousin? But for them 

that shadowy idyl might have been realized, in whiili ^ 
a cot and a dairy and buttercups and cowslips bore =*^^ 
their part— not such a contemptible consummation, «. 
after all ! Alack ! That had gone the way of all^KI 
the other fairy visions; and Abigel, seeing it fade, aiKJ^BI 
being a woman, began to regret it as something quitp*==3 

to be desired. Why should a maid, who had delibe 

rately chosen the lowly life, turn up her nose at suel^K. 
a spouse as Cy — ^tall, with a splendid figure an*- 
an honourable nature? Ah, but those butcher-lik^ 
procUvities! Though he might swear they vewe^ 
smothered, they were sure to sprout some time — 
What a prospect — to abide with a husband who wa^ 
always casting regretful glances at his biceps ; whos^ 
manner was always whispering, " CowsKp wine, m)^ 
love, and newlaid eggs are very nice, but the swar^ 
and the ropes are nicer ** ! Cy had been good antit 
loyal, and was a dear, kind boy; but he could nofc 
help his proclivities. If it was necessary to hi^ 
earthly well-being that he should batter noses, h^ 
must e'en have his eccentric way ; but really — ^reaUf 
it was too much to expect a cousin, who was an adept 
in the cymbal and shawl-dance, to stand by with the 
sponge ! An unconquerable desire to batter the nose 
of Eann had forced Cyrus to town. Well, the nose of 
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iiin had been battered ; Cy was satisfied ; and since 
had paid her the compliment of sporting her 
ronrite blossom, it was only fair that she should 
jnire how he enjoyed his victory. 
But this indifferent politeness was exquisitely 
rrowing to the Sprig of Myrtle. Tears, upbraid- 
58, face-scratchings, would have been infinitely pre- 
able; for indifference is a deft mason in the 
itter of wall-building. Those communings in the 
»od8 over the intricate affair of the peerage had 
en delicious, though the subject was not specially 
ieresting to him; for she had followed his views 
th breathless interest, and had shown the most 
vishing of lip-twisting when he made a shrewd 
ggestion, had even squeezed his big fingers and 
at a thrill into his marrow. But now ! 'Twas like 
ady taking up a servant's character — so frigid and 
remonious. Why did she not blurt out her blunt 
jlike of Kann and Kandal and the Champion, and 
I the Pugilistic Club, and their sanguinary per- 
mances, instead of talking prunes and prism, and 
luiring, with affected civiUty, if Mr. Cribb was 
U? 

Cy was not prepared for this, and could not bear it. 
[)on't go on so, Abby,'' he pleaded; " it makes me 
\A. It's nought to you who won, or how many 
mds there were. Let's talk of something else." 
'* Pie, my dear ! " the dutiful maid responded. ** I 
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am keenly alive to my cousin's success, a cousin vhom 
I really and truly like very much indeed. The 
villagerR behaved most properly, and I'm chaimed 
with that grumpy, delightful old Eimpton. If they'd 
asked me to the feast, I'd have been there to dnnk 
your worship's health." 

Was the naughty jade joking, or in earnest ? Did 
she speak thus, knowing that her words were sharp- 
ened rowels in the flanks of her plunging victim? 
She seemed quite in earnest ; was apparently reallf 
glad that her cousin should be pleased. Oh, what a 
wall of Cyclopean masonry ! He had worked hard to 
separate his sweetheart from the poet Leo. Th^ 
breach was wider still 'twixt her and himself. That 
cunning, diabolical lord had succeeded in dividing 
the cousins ; but he should be baffled all the same* 
As he ground his teeth, Cyrus Smalley swore it, and 
again thanked Caleb in spirit for his invaluable gift. 

'*What have you been doing since I left? "he 
inquired, to change the subject. "Gossiping ^th 
Betty Higgs and Sally Scraggs? My bird, how 
bored you must have been ! '* 

• " I am not bored," replied the listless girl. " I am 
resigned." 

" Then you have found out nothing new ? " 

Abigel pondered. Why should she tell him ? The 
compact was broken by him, and it was better bo. 
What had he to do with the quest ? 
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* What would yon have me find ? " she asked, with 
nmed carelessness. 

* The stone — the monumental tablet." 
' I don't want the stone." 

'Why, have you tired of your hobby ? " exclaimed 
half pleased, half disappointed. 
' No ; but I've resolved to trouble you no more 
h it." 

?hat was a slap in the face. 

^ But if I choose to be troubled — ^for your sake ? 
.y don't you want the stone ? " 
^Because I have got the name without it. The 
a with white hair was called Miles Jarvis." 
Lbby expected to see the face of Mr. Smalley beam 
h respectful admiration, and was no little discon- 
ted when he calmly shook his head. 

* No, it wasn't," he asserted with dogged conviction, 
d remember if I saw or heard the name. I know it 
m't Miles." 

* But, you pigheaded athlete, I have it in his own 
idwriting — in the writing, that is, of James, the 
bar. He talks of his two children, Miles and 
teas." 

'Can't help that. The eldest wasn't Miles, I'll 

3ar." 

iVhat was the girl to think? Could he be right; 

I was Miles a second son or a third ? The brow of 

38 Eowe became corrugated with perplexity; and 
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Cyrus, radiant, proceeded without more ado to com- 
municate his news. 

Her chin resting on both palms, Abigel listenel 
with round eyes, and long after the pugilist bal 
ceased to speak she continued to sit crouching motion' 
less. How vain is human planning, scheming, fore^ 
sight ! Had this blundering fellow done as he wa^ 
bid, they might have groped on for ever without result— 
By an act of mutiny, which she had schooled hersd^f 
to treat with forbearance, the clue had come into hear 
hand. In the midst of her joy she felt humbled, fo^r 
'twas by a happy accident, not through deft general- 
ship on her part. 

" Can you pardon my going away? " pleaded Cyrus, 
timidly. "I could not help it, you know' — ^indeed, I 
could not ; and, as you perceive, it has turned out to^ 
the best. Do, please, be a little angry — just a little, t^ 
show that you are yourself." 

" Thank you, sir, for the compliment," Abig^'' 
replied, with the still air of endurance that sat ^ 
oddly on her. " How can I be angry, when the finge^ 
of Heaven seems to direct our way ? I was lonely^ 
my dear, and sorrowful ; but that's past. Angry ! I'm 
very, very glad, but too surprised to think coherently." 

Darkness was encompassing Miss Eowe. Things 
shaped themselves so differently from the way in which 
she planned them, that, distrustful of her own capacity 
for judgment, she felt tempted to give up attempting 
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to direct the course of events. Here had she been 

moping and deploring the lukewarmness and possible 

treachery of an unstable conspirator, vowing that a 

eoxieer of politeness was all that was possible hence- 

fci:irth between herself and him. Then, presto ! back 

50xnes the delinquent, quite cockahoop and confident, 

>^»rer of information about a stone which she had 

il>»ndoned hopes of finding, to claim in exchange the 

f^xiewal of a tacit promise which she knew now ought 

fi^Arer to have been given. Her impulse was per- 

Bxaciptorily to refuse. But his pleading was so earnest ! 

she a right to refuse ? What ought she to do ? 

-fi will was stronger than hers, and she felt sliding 

l^c>j)elessly into submission. Was it decreed that he was 

to have his way, and were the angels laughing at her 

POcr attempt to combat the inevitable? The dairy 

a-xxd buttercup idyl was, perhaps, to be realized after 

^U, and a feeling of restfulness crept over her at the 

tliought. Was it possible that he would grow content 

to plough his fields, without thinking of his biceps or 

^is mawleys ? No, no ! She had learned in solitude 

t^t such a sacrifice must never be accepted. Why 

&^ope in the dark ? Better far to fold the hands and 

"^ drawn along without buffeting by unseen agency. 

Even if allowed to arrange her Ufe according to fancy, 

did she know how she would arrange it ? Certainly 

not. Then, since so one-sided a contest was contrary to 

nature's law, a struggle against Fate was midsummer 
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madness. It seemed tolerably certain that adave 
happiness was never to be hers. She was a solitary 
little being on a great seething earth, to whom, indi- 
vidually, nothing mattered. If one speck in the vasl 
crowd chose to declare that his happiness depended 
upon her, surely 'twould be best to win a small amount 
of satisfaction by giving way to the desires of that 
speck. Her education rose in protest. And yet — what 
had her education been to Abigel, but a curse ? "Why 
not forget it, stifle it, erase from the tablets of memory 
the brief glimpse of better things ? How far awft3 
was Almack's now — the condescension of the grea" 
London ladies ! Sure 'twas a dream coined in a di< 
tempered brain. Why not, abjuring prejudices th< 
befitted not one so lonely and so friendless, try "^ 
make this obstinately faithful fellow happy, since 1 
would have it so ? Why pretend to be better th^ 
he? Why not, without ridiculous jibbings, conse3 
at once to be the bruiser's bride, and conscientious^ 
strain every nerve to get used to the battering 
noses ? 

Thus did Abigel cynically reason ; and Mr. Smalle; 
taking silence for consent, pressed her close to k 
breast and kissed her delicious little ear. She sul 
mitted to his will without a word, for it evident! 
was to be as he desired. She was to be Mrs. Spri 
of Myrtle, ai^ prepare hot porter and raw steaks a 
through her life, as she had chosen once to do in 
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moment of coquettish caprice ; and when her lord and 
master grew too old for victory, she was to tuck him 
up in bed and apply plasters to his bruises. That was 
to be her future. Not a sunny one ; but if it must be, 
'twas well to look it boldly in the face. 

*' Cy, my dear," she murmured. " Don't, sir ! But 
listen to what I have to say. I'm a useless, wayward 
girl, and it would have been better, perhaps, for 
myself and you too, apparently, if I had never been 
bom. But I could not help that, you know ; so I must 
make the best of it. What you can see in a poor 
creature like your cousin I can't think, but if you 
must have me, your worship's will shall be my law, 
and I'll be a true and faithful wife to you. We will 
go through with this search, for there's no sort of 
doubt any longer but what Leoline is deprived of his 
rights. The day he enters here as master, I surrender 
at discretion, and will go back with you to London. 
Am I not an improved Abigel ? " 

She looked up with a sad smile, which smote her 
lover to the heart. 

" To London ? " he stammered. 

" Yes," she repUed calmly. " They say you've a 
great career. You've said so yourself often; and 
Kimpton told me so. Who am I that I should spoil 
it ? Don't you remember asking me once in London, 
with reproach, if I would stand between you and 
fortune ? I was conceited and silly then — ^puflfed uij 
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with pride. Yon may write and tell yonr Mr. Cribb 
that he need not detest poor me, for you shall never 
leave the ring for my sake." 

Conld he believe his ears ? Was this the haughty 
maid who had been so scornful with regard to the 
Champion, so distractingly domineering? Was she, 
not he, to make the sacrifice, since sacrifice there 
needs must be ? Never ! 

*'You are a darling," whispered her lover, vith 
more caresses; "but all that is over. Please don'^ 
look so humble. Humility sits on you like an ill-fittiflife 
garment. I've bidden a formal farewell to the past- 
Let's say no more about it, and make the best of tbi^ 
precious discovery." 

I protest that it is vastly, affecting to see fr^^ 
estimable young persons vying one with t'other i^ 
nobility of soul; and the process was exceedingly 
comforting to themselves, as well as to you and vO-^* 
for the pair looked calmly content, as, hand in harx^' 
they penetrated into the den of grandam Pentecost, '^ 
investigate the condition of that lady. She took t^^ 
heed of either of them as they entered, but squatted 
in her old position with skinny fingers spread over tb^ 
flames, rocking to and fro with Ups close set. Her 
grandson dutifully wished her a good day, and she 
slowly turned dim eyes towards him, and then back to 
the fire. Her wizened aspect caused grave concern 
to CyruSy who saw changes in her which Abigel, who 
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^azed constantly on the unlovely spectacle^ was unable 
o perceive. Hand in hand they stole out on tiptoe, 
.nd Mr. Smalley said, " She's breaking fast. That's 
errible! " 

Since the old woman was dumb, and it was impos- 
iUe to get anything out of her, Abigel was fain to 
onfess that she did not see that the demise of the 
©crepit housekeeper signified very much. "I 
Eixouldn't like to grow so old and imbecile," she 
^marked, shuddering. "How would you enjoy the 
.^)at of your old wife mumbling all day over the 
Brandy bottle ? " But she also looked grave when 
y explained his ideas, and marvelled at his 
^orspicacity. 

"K the old woman dies," he said, **the place will 
^ closed to you and me. If there is any more to be 
Recovered here, it must be seen to at once." 

He was right. It behoved them, therefore, to make 
^c most of their time; so, lighting a taper, they 
Ascended, without delay, to explore the mysteries of 
^« cellar. 

As to the required name not being Miles, the 

L^liberate certainty of Cy carried conviction with it. 

^t any rate, it was most necessary to find and examine 

^te stone, to see if the names tallied; for 'twould 

^«ver do, after all the trouble, to go off at a tangent 

^u a wildgoose chase after Miles, if he was only a 

Second son. Out on second sons — ^useless cattle I 
VOL. ra. 47 



66 ABIGEL BOWE. 

Unsatisfactory and troublesome enough in life, the] 
eurely are, without giving extra trouble after death ! 
A hazardous job, like searching in the Catacombs «. 

Eats, undisturbed for ever so long, sat up on hind 

legs, then scuttled off to tell their friends of the intnu — 
sion. Bats squeaked in protest, as, hanging upsid^^e 
down by their feet, they blinked at the explorers. On- ^3 
step had fallen out of its place, leaving a gap. TIm. ^ 
door at the bottom required a sturdy push from Mar. 
Smalley's shoulder, and creaked and wheezed ere it 
fell back with a bang that echoed through the mansicxi* 
Half suffocated with dust, the cousins glanced guiltily 
at each other. A noise like a clap of thunder — ^would 
it wake grandam from her musings and bring h.er 
creeping after them ? Quick, then, to find what w»s 
required, before she came howling in their rear. Th.©y 
paused to listen. No ; all was right. Her dim hear- 
ing had not caught the sound. As they advanced 
with difficulty, Cy began to have misgivings, and 
upbraided himself in that he had not explored alon^ 
before divulging his news to Abigel. What a d^' 
appointment if the stone were gone ! My lord migh* 
have had it removed, since the far-off days — ^ten years 
ago it must have been, at least — ^when Caleb was * 
vintner's assistant. And yet not so. He could never 
have known what became of it ; his father could new 
have known what was done with it. Through the 
carelessness of domestics only could it have been 
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lowed still to exist. The order must have been a 
oreless one — ^to some miderstrappers during the 
fcerations in the church — ^to take the slab out of the 
stry where it lay, and put it away in the manor- 
►use for safety. That was probably the order 
» ued. To bid his men deliberately to destroy it would 
•Te given rise to tittle-tattle in the servant's hall and 
ter-gossip in the alehouse. Certainly Vere could 
►^; be aware that it was in existence, or he would not 
."ve pounced like a vulture on the papers as the last 
tmaining proofs. Therefore, Cy cast aside mis- 
v-ings, and led the way along the passage, holding 
^ taper aloft. What a rambling basement — a 
^xieycomb of cellars, some fast locked, through the 
>ii gratings in whose doors the cobwebbed shapes of 
^ttles were indistinctly visible, like caddis-worms 
tombed in rows ! That on^ to the right was cleaner 
^n the rest — 'twas evidently from thence that the 
lnor was taken for the use of my lord on his rare 
^its to the north. To the left a winding way, with 
^ arch at the end, from which the door had dropped. 

** Come, Abby, to the left, and let us see what we 
^all see. Forward ! This must be the place." 

A grating larger than the others admitted a ghnt 
^ day. It yielded to the touch. Through this 
perture, no doubt, the wood had been shot in, and 
hrough it had also come — ^might they hope so? — 
he monumental slab on which they based so much. 
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The old bins, there they were, roughly partitioned 
with anything that had come handy. A flat surface 
veiled with many webs — could that be it? Abigel citing 
wildly to Cy's coat, and her knees knocked together 
as he gathered some wisps of straw and commenced 
dusting. Freestone — ^freestone it was! At the far 
end near the outer wall something bulged, black and 
round, like a huge spider that might have spun all 
these elfin curtains. "Oh, Cy, dear, rub it quick' 

What is it ? Can it be " The skin of the miiiu^^ 

spider shrivelled off. Beneath was something white - 
Presently it stood revealed — a cherub's head smiikix^i 
with bliss eteme. Oh, thrice blessed cherubic counts 
nance ! Oh, blessed Betty Higgs to have remember^ 
the cherub's head ! There it was, true enough. Vt^ 
simpering grin was a beatific smile, omen of succe^ ^ 
" Quick, dearest, dearest Cy ! Eub the precious sls^'' 
that we may read its invaluable legend." Cy rubl:>^ 
with a will. He was overjoyed. Everything w^ 
going well with him. Fais ce que dois advienne ^^ 
pourraf He had done right according to his ligb'' 
and was reaping his reward, in that the winsoUd-^ 
nut-brown arms were twined about him in the diU^' 
ness, and that he could feel the hurried throbbing ^^ 
the tender little breast. 

The slab was loose, and yielded to the strong 
muscles of Mr. Smalley. He succeeded in turning 
it round and leaning it against the wall, smirking 
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cherub upmost ; and then the words writ the last Lord 
Northallerton were legible. The voice from the grave 
spoke. 

" Sacred to the Memory of James Christopher 

Jervois, of Broagh in Ireland (second son of Leoline^ 

Earl of Northallerton), and of Sarah Eafferty his wife. 

He departed this life an exile from his native land 

Anno Domini 1762, leaving one son Eoger Jarvis or 

J'&noiB to regret his loss — but not for long. An 

ixxfant he was called away, down into the garden to 

.ther lilies. In life they might not be with us. In 

cmory they may. Such is the will and desire of 

chibald, Earl of Northallerton, by whom this tablet 

is erected in the parish church of Stratton-on-the- 

^OBse. April 20, 1755." 

Leaning on Gy's arm, Abigel resigned herself to 
ought. This was very strange. James Christopher 
rvois, of Broagh in Ireland. What about his pro- 
t^osed migration to England, then? Did it never 
tale place? Perhaps Archibald answered that last 
^^tter, begging him to stay where he was, lest in 
England he should be pursued and tried. Eoger, 
^J^en, was the name of the son— the only son. Who 
"^as Miles, then? The last piece of evidence, dis- 
covered in the lapis-lazuli receptacle, did not tally with 
^e record on the tablet. Was the earl mistaken, or 
^d he wilfully put up a lie ? He might take it for 
panted on insufficient proof that the son had " gone 
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down into the garden to gather lilies ; " but it wft^ 
curious he should have been ignorant of the existenc?^ 
of other children. Even supposing that he cord^* 
consider an elder to be an only son, could he be mis- — 
taken in a name ? What a labyrinth it was ! Thi 
last document distinctly spoke of two children, Miles 
and Dorcas. Well, the last lord was too magnificeiL' 
to remember all the children of a Sarah Eafferty ? 
was inclined, perchance, to help sister Selina to inheri— "* 
rather than lowborn brats. Fancy the blood of ^ei* 
Eafferty being mingled with that of the Plantagenets- J 
Perhaps Eoger really died of small-pox, and ArchibaL ^ 
purposely ignored Miles for the sake of Selina ? 
Was ever anything more intricate ? If Abigel ha- ^ 
never penetrated within the receptacle of lapis lazuL :=^y 
she would not have been puzzled. That Eoger wj^»-^ 
the name of the son she sought there could be 
doubt, for Cyrus gave a cry when he beheld r 
He recognized it as the name on the burnt lette^^*^ 
that had so long escaped his recollection. Eog^^^* 
being the elder son, then, 'twas on his trail th^^* 
the bloodhounds must be set. That Eoger ha 
not died, as Archibald might have been mistaken ii 
supposing, was proved by the eagerness of Vere ii 
destroying that letter. If Eoger had indeed gon^ 
down into the divine garden, while a possibly existent 
Miles survived, it would have been his interest to save 
the letter from destruction, that searchers might be 
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8©* on a wrong track* Eoger, then, it was clear, 

li^cl remained on earth to gather a lion's share of 

bxr wimbles instead of lilies ; so for the present, at least, 

tti.^ other children, if any, were of no consequence. 

It 'was very likely that Archibald, for sister Selina's 

s^-3«e, had managed to ignore Miles and Dorcas. To 

*^^t end, no doubt, to baulk further inquiry, he had 

^^<slared that James Christopher died an exUe. The 

^^I>is-lazuli letter, as we may call it for distinction, 

v^g precise as to a migration into England. Eoger, 

*^ least, must have made the journey; for he had 

*K^J)eared to Pentecost, and on being repulsed, had 

"^^l::'eatened soon to return again. Hence his dwelling- 

P*^-ce could not have been very far remote from Battle 

^'-^.gna. If that abode could be discovered, what a 

®t^p in advance might be gained ! 

^'Poor Eoger! Mysterious wanderer!" sighed 
dgeL " Tell us where you lived, that we may search 

dwelling for papers ! " 

fThough the conspirators were sure now as to Eoger, 

'''^^y were no nearer to a certainty that Hans, soldier, 

^^^B his son. Miss Eowe being meek, and inclined to 

'^^ dutiful to him who, whether she liked it or not, 

^^«w to be her lord, looked up at that gentleman and 

^tid, *' What shall we do now ? " Cy, however, was 

^tsorbed by a contemplation of his own stupidity in 

iiot having been able to recollect the name. He 

looked so foolish, and his face was so liberally be- 



72 ABIGEL BOWE. 

smeared with grime when they emerged into the 
upper air, that his betrothed tapped him on the arm 
with a tinge of her old asperity. 

" Don't be so stupid ! " she cried. *' Think ! " 
After ruminating with painful deliberation, and 
rubbing the cellar-grime well into the pores of hie 
skin, Gy was delivered of another idea. In sooth he 
was a miracle of brightness. '^ Let us call on Tom 
Kimpton to-morrow," he suggested, " and tell him i^ 
that the monument is found." 

The advice was sage. The blacksmith was amdoiifl 
for Leoline's success. Much had been already learnt 
from him, and he or his gossips might suggest a 
means of advancing a step farther. It was haid to 
wait till to-morrow; but Abigel had much to thiok • 
over, and tossed about all night, groping in a mase ; 
of perplexity, wondering if they would ever get to the 
bottom of the mystery, and if in sober truth she ynB 
to be a bruiser's bride, and gird him with the belt 
some day. 
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CHAPTEE IV. 

THE CONSPIRATORS TRY ARTIFICE. 

liPTON gladly threw down his hammer when 
dd the cousins, and tucked up his leather 
a token that on occasion he could be open 
at even in business hours. His rugged face 
kered into jovial wrinkles, for, as he sapiently 
1, he could see into a brick wall as far as most 
and thought it a fittiag climax that the victor 
)e crowned with bays by the hands of the fair, 
two 11 make a match of it before winter, and 
away the bride," he declared oracularly to 
jhecary's assistant, when Cy escaped from his 
aers under the trees and went off in search 
1. "We've done him honour, and he's grateful 
compliment, as a good and deserving young 
ould, for sure Stratton never jumped so at 
i; but he'd rather have one word of praise 
r cherry lips than all the beautiful speeches 
>-day, including that topper of the doctor's, 
^as a one-er, and no mistake." And the 
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gossips wagged their heads over their pipes in mu^fe 
agreement as to the singular fact that young folks wiX 
be young folks and go a-eourting instead of sitting 
at the feet of sages. Birds and beasts will pair in 
springtime, taking no warning from the domestic liveiJ 
of their elders, who bill and coo no more, but snarl 
and snap instead. 

A gentleman who could see so far through a brick 
wall was the very person to advise a couple of 
schemers in a quandary. Neither Cy nor Abigd 
were a bit further advanced in the morning as to 
that knotty point of what was to be done next. It 
was necessary that Hans the soldier and Boger th» 
outcast should be linked together as father and son* 
Could Mr. Kimpton make any suggestion as to hoff 
that might be managed ? Mr. Kimpton put ofl 
his considering cap, and walked up and down tb© 
front of the forge whistling. "That Eoger must 
have been a queer weak fellow," he mused, " to give 
up his game and tuck his tail between his leg^ 
because a virago stormed." He certainly never re- 
turned. The seal that Leoliue wore must have bee© 
given or bequeathed by him — always supposing that 
he was the father of Hans the soldier — and it "was 
highly probable that he had possessed other trinkets, 
documents, what not — strands from the wreck ol 
the fugitive, which would have helped to prove his 
birth. But then it was quite plain thai neither 
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^3:gy nor money had been his, without which sinews 

^ar may be carried on. He must have been in 
e distress indeed to have so far got the better of 
weakness as to pay that visit to Battle Magna* 
be and the conscience-stricken Lady Olivia could 
ve met, how different it would have been ! But, 
in, if things were ordained otherwise, how different 
Jrything would be, and if different, how much better I 
our old uncle had walked down such a street on 
3h a day, at such a moment, the chimney-pot which 
L harmless in the gutter would have knocked him 

the head, and we should have inherited all his 
>perty ; instead of which delightful consummation, 

sat at home and nursed his gout, and, taking a 
icy to his housekeeper, left his wealth to her. 
Sklr. Kimpton was as perplexed as Miss Eowe with 
^ard to the discrepancies between the tablet and 
i lapis-lazuli letter. If the latter was writ by the 
^tive (as no doubt it was, since it had been so- 
refully put away), the facts it stated must be true, 
d she had better keep it as carefully as the other 
•pers, lest it should be wanted. But he begged leave 

point out that it did not deny the survival of 
oger ; it merely talked of some second son, who- 
ight have led Miss Eowe into useless labyrinths 
it for the finding of the tablet. They need trouble 
emselves, then, no more for the present with regard 
the lapis-lazuli letter. How to find out Eoger's 
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retreat? That was the point, wasn't it? One ad- 
vertisement had done wonders ; why not try another? 
Why not crave information as to the whereaboutB 
when living of one Roger Jarvis, a person of ab- 
normal bulk and low estate ? The same difficulties 
would probably arise which had proved insuperaUe 
in the Irish researches. Such mean worms as be 
and his are not remembered. They do their hmnble 
service unnoticed, and frequently unthanked, and, when 
they can work no more, drift into the onmivoroiiB 
workhouse. Suppose it had been necessary to ad- 
vertise for information about Naomi^ Leoline's 
luckless mamma? Much chance there would evor 
have been of hearing of her death in the bant 
After considering the matter from all its points of 
view, Eimpton declared himself in favour of an 
attack on Madam Smalley. He, Eimpton, as he 
had already told the cousins, while engaged isi 
mending a certain door hinge, had heard her relate 
sundry circumstances to the present lord. She kneir 
the facts of the case, and she alone. She must be 
made to speak. Gy's face fell. C!ould the gentleman 
who saw so far through a brick wall suggest nothiBg 
better than that ? It was years since he had lookel 
on Madam Smalley, and knew not her deploraUe 
state. In the past, so resolute a female would hay^ 
been difficult to coerce ; now she was three parfai 
imbecile, and very Ukely could not remember if she 
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would, and certainly would never speak. Kimpton 

was not so sure of that. When he went up to carry 

the news of the fight to Miss Bowe he had looked 

in on Madam Smalley, and was perfectly aware of 

her state. People said she was a witch, and had the 

evil eye ; hence none communed with her who could 

avoid doing so. But he, Eimpton, was not afraid of 

witches, and was of opinion that the imbecility of the 

old lady was rather in their favour than otherwise. 

His advice was, that her lips should be unsealed by 

stratagem. Of course it was no use to doff the hat 

with a bow and say, " Good grandam, you have 

guarded a secret for years with the vigilance of 

Cerberus; please abandon it to us now." In the 

first place, she would not comprehend the request, 

for she had not been quite sober for half a century. 

She would blink and grunt and say nothing. No. 

An ingenious trap must be laid for her ; a surprise 

be prepared which would draw an exclamation. A 

Bentence, even a word, might give the desired clue. 

H the worthy blacksmith had ever heard of a coup 

*ftat, he would have employed the expression to 

denote what it was that he suggested. The lady's 

grandson growled with scorn. What was Kimpton 

living at? Sure 'twas he who had been drinking. 

I^w an exclamation^ quotha ! As soon draw a 

double tooth. With the patronizing and self-satisfied 

^ of one who knows himself too clever to be readily 
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understood by the less enlightened, Mr. Kimptoii 
continued to walk up and down, whistling, as lie 
polished and matured his idea. It was a wild one— 
some would stigmatize it as preposterous — ^but in 
emergencies no means may be despised. Was not 
a great painter saved from walking backwards over 
the edge of a lofty scafifolding once, by the presence 
of mind of a friend who deliberately spoiled his 
picture ? Had he been warned to take care, he would 
have turned round and toppled over ; but when his 
friend dabbed a brush in the liquid eye of his chef- 
cVoeuvre, he made an instinctive movement forward 
and was saved. It was a desperate remedy, but an 
effective one, the man's life being of more value 
than the picture. So was the plan projected by 
the blacksmith of Stratton-on-the-Fosse a desperate 
remedy, and the cousins, as they hearkened, admitted 
that if peculiar it was ingenious. 

"We will act on her fears," explained Kimpton. 
'*Eemorse has made of her the wreck she is, has 
driven her to the Lethe of the bottle. A stubborn 
will saves her from babbling, but, depend upon it, the 
vision she is always gazing at in the hot embers is 
the figure of that white-haired man. Eemember 
what I heard her relate to my lord that day : * He 
promised to come back, ere he cursed me for my 
cruelty.' Well, why should we not bring him back 
now and see what comes of it ? We cannot reproduce 
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im, not knowing what he was like ; but we can pro- 
ace something that will be quite as terrible to her 
jicken conscience, coming upon it unexpectedly 
fter a lapse of half a lifetime. According to her own 
Jatement, the interview with Eoger took place at the 
brary window, which gives upon the terrace. We 
ill lure her to the spot under some plausible pre- 
mce, and let her come upon the rescued monument." 
Such was Mr. Kimpton's scheme, and Abigel agreed 
lat it was good. 

In order that the trick should be successful, various 
etails had to be considered. In the first place, the 
Qckless woman's drink must be cut off, in order that 
he might be unprotected against external shocks. 
Jobriety is a terrible infliction when you are not used 
io it. The breaking of a bottle or two would settle 
that. Abigel would write something on a piece of 
paper and leave it within her reach — this to turn her 
thoughts to the interview in the library. Cyrus and 
their ally would make shift to move the slab from the 
vault where it had slept so long, and place it in the 
window just where the moon would touch the recorded 
^ords; and it would be strange if — startled, taken 
'^^wares — she did not say something which should 
P^t the watchers on the scent. 

It was extremely wrong of the cousins to behave 
thus to a blood relation, to form plans and place 
Mares for her betrayal; but young people will be 
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selfish, and, moreover, it must be remembered 
Madam Smalley had been to both of them a ghoixJ 
more given to curses than blessings — an onoanri; 
sorceress, who, as they grew up, obtained no part o 
their affection, being only an unpleasant specimen o: 
an ancient dame with something on her mind. K 
was essential now to delve into her harassed bosom, 
and they salved their consciences for twisting th& 
screw into her flesh by reflecting that it would not do 
her much real harm, and that they would make np 
for it in brandy afterwards. 

Unlucky Madam Smalley ! Hadst thou shown moio 
kindliness to thy flesh and blood, they would not hav^ 
turned against thee, or have twanged upon thy feel- 
ings as on a harp ! The rustic attendant was dismissed, 
for a day's holiday. Miss Eowe declaring that rustic^ 
require rest and change as much as other folk ; andi- 
the small maiden, nothing loth to leave her lugubrious 
charge, accepted the treat. Pentecost cowered oveJ^ 
the flames in her accustomed chair, a diabolical^ 
undignified old ruin. Abigel came and went, placecl 
a table by her side as usual, with a bottle and a mug- 
The bottle was three-parts empty. Abigel was but a 
careless nurse for one so helpless ; for she wandered 
away out of hearing between the tall yew hedges, sat 
crooning on the grass gazing down into the FoBse, 
idly plucking the wild currant berries and seeing them 
drift and drift, whirling in the eddies, floating on the 
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^oIb ; while the feeble voice of her grandaunt quavered 
c* the absent rustic. It was a long day, and the girl 
SLf3 not without feelings of compunction as to the 
'opriety of the proceeding which the conspirators had 
adertaken to carry out ; but then she reflected that 
decant grandaunt must be offered up on the altar of 
tjured Leo as her own heart had been — ^that if she 
a»8 made to suffer the pangs of sobriety and awakened 
^nscience it was her wicked old fault, and the only 
Bparation which could be made for lifelong sin. As 
er own heart had been! Oh dear, as if she had 
ver had such an article ! How should such a 
hnttlecock boast of a heart — a toy bandied about 
>ver since her mother died, so long ago, between the 
render mercies of grandaunt and of Lord Osmington ? 
^t -was the fault of neither that she had not come to 
^pwreck away in London, cast defenceless on those 
ttitirky waters. If she had, what would they have 
eaored — ^what would any one have cared? Defdbce- 
1©8B ? Not quite. Her own sturdy spirit and native 
^lurewdness had kept her straight, and would to the 
®^— no thanks to those who had professed to protect 
^ cherish her ; and then, as glittering London and 
its high and mighty big-wigs passed like a show, she 
cast other berries in the stream and watched their fate, 
as if their meanderings would be prophetic of her own. 
Three ripe red berries. They started together. That 
one was Oy, and this one Leo, and the one in the 
VOL. m. 48 
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centre Abigel. Softly they glided on, side by ride, 
just as the trio had done ; then Leo parted from the 
rest and drifted behind a stone, while the other two, 
caught by the current, went head over heels down a 
miniature waterfall and disappeared. So was she to 
disappear — had already done so — ^for none remembered 
her save Charlotte, who was herself forlorn. "What 
folly ! This was idle and childish. She would get a. 
book and read. No ; education was a delusion ani 
a snare to one situated as she was. She must leani 
to give up readings — ^take refuge from meditation in. 
scrubbiQg and household cares — for was not the dio 
cast? In darning the stockings of cousin Cy most 
her future life be spent; in mending the doeskiii 
breeches with yellow knee-knots ; in washing out the 
crimson stains due to his calling — spending the arrange- 
ment of leeches in festoons upon his bruises. 

Never was a day so long ; never did the sun-chariot 
drag so wearily ! Would the night never come ? Whett 
Abigel looked in, grandaunt was querulous, deprived oi 
necessary stimulant ; shivered and shook with palsy ; 
rocked herself and moaned. The bottle was emp^, 
and there was no more forthcoming. Did she expect 
her niece to trudge off to the village like a servant to 
fetch brandy ? Here was a dish of tea, nice and warm. 
Out on the dish of tea, odourless and tasteless! 
Madam Smalley pushed it from her with a qnalmidi 
movement of abhorrence, and sank yet lower in her 
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I, like a heap of soiled garments, rocking and 
jiing. The laggard chariot got down the hill at 
; twilight deepened over the landscape. Abigel 

candle, made up the fire, and departed to her own 
nber to abide the result of Mr. Kimpton's clever- 
. Pentecost, worn out, was apparently asleep; 
jhe lay back quite quietly, and might have been 
I but for the fitful quivering of fingers. What if 
carefully rehearsed comedy should fail? She 
y was very imbecile and weak, ripe for the scythe 
le reaper. The days of remorseful regret must be 

long since, her senses blunted to aught but a 
ing for liquor. 

''ell, the hours had crawled away. The suspense 
he conspirators would soon be relieved, as to 
ther there was anything to be gleaned from Pen- 
st. The house was ghastly in its stillness. In 
3 of the over-warmed and fetid atmosphere of her 
nber, the old woman shuddered. A dreadful 
itiness was on her, an inward griping like a grasp 
Je. She writhed upwards on her cushions, and, 
ported on skinny elbows, glared hungrily at the 
rty bottle. " Not a drop, not a single drop ! How 
3l! " she whispered ; and was about to subside again, 
n her haggard eyes rested on a scrap of paper on 
table. She looked at it with lacklustre gaze that 

nothing but a square of white; but gradually 
sense of what was written there dawned on her 
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clouded intellect in words of fire, and, clinging to tb 
arms of her chair, she gazed, fascinated, tremblini 
She passed an aspen daw over her damp broi 
There was no delusion* The words were plain enongl 
" I told you I would return to where you saw n 
first. — ^BoGEB." Boger return! In truth he had sa 
so years and years ago; but he was dead — dea 
secure under the sod. She had reason to know th 
he was dead. What could this mean then ? No livii 
person knew of Boger, except herself and Yere. Si 
had guarded the portals of the secret — ^with wfa 
difficulty Heaven knew ; but she had guarded thei 

Who, then, could Was it a warning of her o^ 

demise ? Had he whom she had injured so return 
to earth to fetch her, to drag her up to judgment 
answer for what she had done ? 

All this passed through the old lady's distempei 
brain as she glared at the scrap of white. Boge 
She would not go with him ! No ; she would nc 
Help, help ! for a sliding soul just on the edge of i 
abyss. Pentecost wrung her hands; but no oi 
hearkened to her weak strugglings, the murmur . 
her feeble anguish. How still and oppressive il 
night! The crone stumbled to her feet, her bra 
swimming with the effort, and tottered to the cat 
ment. A humming of moths as they boomed agai] 
the glass, striving to reach the candle and compt 
their own death ; the Fosse glittering in the mo( 
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b^c^iQS like a silver thread; high banks of heavy 

folxsge like hearse-plumes. '' Abigel ! Gome hither ! " 

Wi^j did Bhe abandon the helplesB grandaunt who 

h&i>d been so good to her ? An overpowering sense of 

Bolitude flooded the old woman's soul with horror — 

lutxxierved as she was^ awakened out of a long lethargy. 

Skie sat down on the window-seat to think. '^He said 

he would return, and I gibed at him. He never, 

never came ! Has he come now from beyond the 

gra-ve? No, no. The dead ride fast, straight on, 

ao-d never turn — never, for the universe is endless ! 

Tie but a nervous attack, due to a want of suste- 

naxice. To think that I, strong-minded Pentecost, 

should shrink and shrivel thus ! " Summoning to her 

aid her shreds of ravelled strength, she rose, strong 

^ovf, and taking a candle, glided swiftly out along the 

corridor. Since oblivion was denied, she would look 

ii^to this, and satisfy her mind by going to the place 

of tryst. She was no craven, not she, though very 

31« If he were come again, she would meet him as 

Bhe had done before, with upbraiding sneers. How 

^6 had supplicated and besought, as she ejected him, 

for the wherewithal to live ! Why should he live ? 

^at she had done before she'd do again, she would; 

for her soul was not her own — 'twas given away long 

flince to one she had loved too well. Noiselessly she 

iwisted the handle of the door and entered the library; 

and with a long, low cry shrank back against the wall, 
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dropping her candlestick. '' That thing so carefully 
destroyed ! " she gasped. " Roger — ^you — where aw 
you? Not here, I know, not here ; for I saw you safely 
buried six feet beneath the sod in the churchyard at 
Crows' Liberties. You cannot leave your nameless 
grave ! I tell you I will not go ; I will not ! Though 

all the fiends in hell George, George ! 'Twas for 

your sake ! Help, help ! he's there ! Do not " 

The old woman cowered on the floor, a scared and 
quivering heap, with blue lips foaming, eyes bursting 
from their sockets, and the concealed spectators 
looked on aghast with fear. Who could have sap- 
posed that she would have been so convulsed; that 
one so frail could be so violently torn? Bute sh© 
must be seized with epilepsy ! They were about U> 
emerge from ambush, when Pentecost staggered to 
her full, gaunt height, swayed to and fro as if wrest- 
ling with an unseen enemy, and, crying aloud with ^ 
despairing shriek, flung her withered arms into th-^ 
air, and fell prostrate on the boards upon her face. 



( 87 ) 



CHAPTEE V. 

A MLGMMAGE TO THE WOLDS. 

The miserable hag was borne to her chamber and 
P^t to bed, and while remorseful Abigf^ applied 
Restoratives, the other two sinners stood by, extremely 
sieepish. Pray Heaven they had not killed the crone 
*Dciong them, with their precious stratagem ! 'Tis ill 
'Joying pranks upon aged women. K he were only 
"H^e she would not be defunct ere he returned, Mr. 
^itnpton would speed to the village and purchase the 
^08t expensive brandy to make up for the trick. She 
^aa not going to die — ^not at present, at least ; for her 
lickering pulse grew stronger : with heaving spasms 
^^e fetched her labouring breath. The blacksmith 
^^tit off, therefore, and came panting back, and the 
^Itie Ups opened by instinct to receive the reviving 
taught. It would not do for Madam Smalley to find 
"^irself surrounded by prying eyes when she recovered, 
^y and Kimpton had better go and conceal the blessed 
rtone again, not within the house, but where it could 
easily be found when wanted. For convenience' sake 
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it would be well to have a tracing of that stone; 
would Mr. Kimpton kindly make himself responsible 

and see to that as soon as the cousins were gone ? 

• 

Listless no longer, Miss Bowe threw off numbed 
sloth, resumed her pristine energy, ordered the bnrlj 
men about with domineering finger as was ber 
charming wont, and settled the plan of the campaign- 
Pentecost was to be told she had had a fit ; that, left 
alone, she had gone groping among the passages, bA 
tumbling over something in the dark, had fallen o& 
her head. Betuming to her old habits, she wonU 
soon be reduced again to a comatose condition tf 
of yore, and the little contretemps would be forgottai- 
Then the cousins would be off — the sooner the better 
— ^to take advantage of information gained ; for tbe 
hag had let drop a hint, as they had hoped, of which 
it behoved them to make the most. She had sai^ 
something about Crows' Liberties. Nor Cy nor Abigd 
had ever heard of such a spot, but the astute Eimptoo 
fortunately remembered that there was a village of 
the name, somewhere on the eastern side of the 
county, where sheep were gathered to be shorn in 
the barren and deserted Wolds. Thither, then, wodd 
the cousins make a pilgrimage so soon as grandam 
was herself. But grandam revenged herself by de- 
clining for a while to recover. One access of delirium 
followed closely on another, during the brief intervals 
between which the crone lay speechless, gazing with 
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and suspicious glances at her attentive nieoe. 
he asked a feeble question as to why she was 
here — so fluttering a question that it could 
take form or sound — and the story of the fit 

been related, she again became silent, ap- 
y satisfied. But her mind was awake and 
g. The village doctor came and chatted, but 
ik no heed of his babble. It was lamentable, 
ajred, that once respected and respectable ladies 

take to drink. She had sunk into a piteous 
on, was verging on D.T, How a fastidious 
lightful young lady could have endured to stay 
I with one of her evil habits among the bats 
ts, he was at a loss to comprehend ; but some 

were even more angelic than the sex, as a 
Yas known to be, and it had been truly heroic 
s Eowe to give up London and its joys to 

on an idiotic relative. These civil turns of 
c were bitter to Abigel. Since her retreat 
he metropolis, she had looked after her aunt 

extent of supervising the proceedings of the 
She could not prevent her from drinking 
t using force, and was glad she had not tried 
rce her, since the results of temporary sobriety 
disastrous. But she objected to praise that 
ot due, and she certainly had not left her 
d home in town for the purpose of nursing 
lost. What did the doctor advise ? she asked. 
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cutting him short in his flowers of speech. WeH-^ 
really, he scarcely knew what to advise. Madac:^ 
Bmalley was always — so the village gossips said — ' 
a little mad, with magnificent ideas as to her OT"^^:^ 
prominence above other folk. She had lived h^^ 
own solitary life, and gone her " ain gait," allowin — 
no one to interfere with her. Well, she must go o: 
as before. There was nothing else for it. 
remove the brandy bottle suddenly would be to 
her ; so she must be permitted access to it in mo( 
tion, though, really, if something did take her (m^di 
it would be the better for the community at larg^a* 
So said the doctor, and bowing, went his way. Ar^^ 
Cy and Abigel, consulting with closed doors, as ^ 
betrothed couple may do without impropriety, pejr- 
ceived that grandam was not long for this world ; 
that the flickering flame might go out at any moment 
without warning, and that they would be wise tc 
make their preparations. Pentecost's death wotil^ 
be a signal for open war on the part of LoT^ 
Osmington. No doubt of that. Neither Abigel nO^ 
Cy would be allowed to penetrate any more withi^ 
the grounds of Battle Magna ; but that would signi^ 
little, for all that was to be found there had be0^ 
discovered, and as for the future, they had settle^ 
to go to London. The monument must make B 
journey to the forge. In Kimpton's charge it would 
be secure, and could be produced by him at an; 
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time. The next thing to be done was to proceed to 
Crows' Liberties, and cross-question the oldest in- 
habitants. Pentecost could safely be left for a couple 
of days under the charge of the rustic. The doctor 
would look in, and Eimpton, to see that all was 
right. 

The cousins took the coach to York, then journeyed 

eastward over the great crescent of chalk hills which 

closes in the vast arena between Flamborough Head 

and the Humber. As they proceeded, they were 

rtruck by the deserted condition of the district, which 

for miles and miles was nothing but an immense un- 

cncloBed sheepwalk, encumbered by no fences, bisected 

^y few roads — a wide expanse of green, low swelling 

^6 the summer sea, with scarce a habitation visible. 

Here and there were clumps of trees marking where 

<^ce the stag and the wild boar had been chased 

*Diong the woods ; here and there a tumulus or a 

^e of earthworks, haven of refuge in olden times 

*^^ men and cattle, during the frequent forays of the 

"^^derers. Suddenly, without warning, the travellers 

^oxxii come upon a grassy precipitous hollow, so 

^^ and steep as to check the boldest rider, at the 

"bottom of which would lurk a nest of cottages, buried 

a^ay from hum of men within a verdant well, upon 

whose sharp and precipitous sides the cloud-flecked 

skj appeared to rest. The narrowest of sheep-tracks 

meandered over the far-spreading green, as though 
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some caterpillar had been crawling there and left 
a silver trail ; while away to the west, York Minste* 
reared its head like a towering sentinel, and to tii^ 
east a pale blue line was faintly visible, which tal^ 
of the Northern Ocean. 

*' What could have induced them to settle in suci 
a desert?" Abigel exclaimed. "There's nothing 
alive, but rooks and sheep and jackdaws. Did they 
turn shepherds ? " 

" Here would we have taken our farm, dear Abby," 
Cyrus whispered, with sly malice, "and have lived 
happy ever after, if your ladyship had not changed 
your mind." 

His companion frowned. If we inunolate ourselyeSf 
surrender to despair ; vow that, as only one creature 
in the universe has the good taste to care for us, wa 
will even throw ourselves away on him as a greifc 
favour — it is only proper that the fortunate wi^ 
should be fully conscious of his good fortune, aoA- 
gratefully humble to boot. Cy took the thing mnflt*- 
too quietly. The severance was complete between* 
himself and his past life. But it was an immense 
relief to Abigel to feel that it was not her doing ? 
that he might return to the old Adam if he would f 
that he was not tied and bound by oaths, which, beiB? 
sworn, he would, of course, be secretly anxious to 
break. Abigel would have had him in a perpetual 
condition of bubbling gratitude, and yet she would 
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not. As usual, our wayward heroine was unable to 
say what she really wanted ; and the humiliatmg per- 
ception of this condition of mind made her angry 
witli herself. This, you will say, is quite untrue to 
nature. Young ladies always know their minds. They 
no^ver jibb and skip aside from their own happiness ; 
ne^ver say " No *' when they think they mean "Yes," then 
go and weep in their bedrooms, because their tongues 
have spoken otherwise than was intended. They never 
&<206pt Tom and wish they had not, because, all things 
considered, they think they prefer Peter; and after 
BhiUy-shaUying withdraw the promise, and end quite 
^ttiaccountably by marrying Jim. They never pine' 
ftfter the moon, and, finding the luminary out of 
i^ach, accept a modest cheese, which at least is good 
*o eat, considering themselves the while in the light 
of ill-used martyrs. They know themselves to be 
tt^ade of such superior clay as to be worthy of a Eoyal 
I^nke; but, as the Boyal Duke does not happen to come 
forward, they espouse the butter-man, and, the first 
*hioes of disappointment over, settle down comfort- 
ably enough, and find him by no means despicable. 
^^ then they wish the vendor of "Dosset " to keep that 
Mythical royal personage before his eyes, and be in a 
instant state of beatific admiration in that they took 
him instead. He must never be allowed to forget his 
inferiority. Abigel would have been vastly indignant 
iiad anybody suggested that, after all, she was not so 
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sorely put upon. That halcyon time in the metropolis 
tended, naturally, to unsettle her mind and warp her 
judgment. She did not realize then that^ nameless 
protegee of a libertine lord, none were likely to wish 
for her pour le bon inotif, and that ultimately to be led 
to the hymeneal altar by an excellent young person 
in her own station of life was not like being led to 
the stake. True, his profession was objectionable; 
but we can't have everything. The first prizes in the 
lottery fall to few ; lucky are those who do not draw 
blanks. Only one fairy prince married into Cinde- 
rella's family, and I dare say that her next-doof 
neighbour and playmate was obliged to be ccmtent 
with the dustman. Cy was young, healthy, toleraWj 
good-looking, sweet-tempered, and prepared to kiss 
the ground his pretty cousin walked upon. Sure to 
be his wife was not so hard a fate ? What if, when 
grandaunt died, she should be still unmarried ? She 
might or might not have a store in a stocking, part 
of which would fall to her niece. K not, penury and 
starvation ; nothing else. Perhaps Miss Eowe was 
really conscious of all this when she made up her 
mind to accept Cy, and determined that he was to 
stick to his profession ; though she buried it out rf 
sight. Perhaps she knew that she was fortunate itt 
that so honest a fellow should want a portionless waif, 
and was rendered cross by the thought that, after aU 
her parade, she was making no sacrifice at all. 
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That might be so or not, but she was in no mood 
r pleasantry. K we are going to contract a union 
hich may be worldly-wise and prudent, but which 
aves a good deal to be desired in the way of romance, 
6 cannot be expected to turn up our eyes with rapture. 
t is suflScient if we are composedly content and 
aanfully determined to make the best of it. Abigel, 
herefore, resented Cy's complacent allusions to the 
atare ; was full of the matter in hand ; astonished at 
he nature of the country she was traversing, and 
niTBting with surmises as to what they would dis- 
over— marvelling whether this journey was to be 
Towned with success, or whether the road would 
•nd in a blank wall, to pierce which would defy even 
he penetrating optics of Kimpton, the ingenious 
>lacksmith. 

At last the travellers reached Crows' Liberties, a 
hsmal spot near the source of the river Hull, a few 
lules inland from the sea. If the fugitive James 
^iristopher really left Ireland with his family, as the 
l^pis-lazuli letter said, he could not have chosen a 
Weaker place — one where he could have better hopes 
^^ lying perdu, out of the grip of Justice. There 
''fire two or three straggling cottages, some supported 
'^y beams in guise of crutches ; a farmstead, which, in 
'^^ absence of any rival, endeavoured to look like a 
Jianorial residence ; a row of hovels to seaward, 
Uuch like the smoky huts of the barbarous people 
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who, centuries before, had fed their herds and chipped 
their flint arrowheads along this gloomy coast ; a 
little to the left a circle of aged hawthorns ; in the 
midst a crazy chapel — and that was all. 

" Whatever there may exist to be discovered here," 
laughed Cy, " should be obtainable in five minutes, for 
there cannot be more than a dozen people in the place." 
''Pray Heaven, Lord Osmington has not been 
before us ! " returned Abigel, in tribulation. " The 
search on this spot looks little promising." 

Warned of the inhospitable nature of the district, 

the cousins had slept at Garton-on-the- Wolds, and 

reached the goal of their hopes about midday. The 

first thing was to seek for the parson, and search 

the register for Roger's death ; for though it was 

assumed that he had dwelt here, they knew not, of 

course, in which house, or what was his way of life. 

Was it possible that any one in this lowly place could 

want a manservant ? The chapel looked as if it had 

not been opened for twenty years, at least. The roof 

was covered with moss and mould — ^in one place waa 

open to the weather. The churchyard was unenclosed; 

a few stones peeped out of the sod, sacred to w> 

man's memory. Where was the parsonage ? Sure 

none of these tumble-down hovels could hold the 

parson? The travellers knocked at the lozenged 

window of the nearest, which was presently opened 

by a faded man, who seemed disconcerted by the 
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apparition of strangers. Where was the parsonage ? 
Was the clergyman likely to be at home ? If the 
faded man would kindly inquire at once, the visitors 
-would pay him handsomely. The faded man, re- 
covering from the effect of strange faces, was tickled 
by an idea, and laughed. 

" Ask him at once ! " he echoed. " Parson lives a 
matter of seven mile away ; rides over of a Sunday 
if it's fine ; if not, 'tisn't worth his while. Parson 
lives at Frodingham — down there. Kyou keep S.W., 
you'll likely come on it." 

The faded man pointed vaguely across the moor, 

in the direction of a gnarled tree on which a raven 

sat. Beyond the sable fowl, nothing in particular was 

visible. To go pounding off S.W. in search of 

Frodingham, with no yokels on the way from whom 

to ask the road, was hopeless. It had been a matter 

ot congratulation ever to have reached Crows' 

Ijiberties at aU. It was not convenient to make the 

Attempt, the gentleman explained, as he and the lady 

^^ other things to do than go capering about the 

^olds, as the Israelites wandered in the desert. 

'^ey were there in the first instance to examine 

^e parish registers. The clerk probably lived less 

ttian seven miles away ; perhaps for a consideration 

the faded man would summon him. The latter 

laughed again, a slow and bovine laugh — a whimsical 

&ded man with a tinge of quaint dry humour. 

VOL. ra. 49 
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" That wiU I," he chuckled, " for I be he ; but as fo 
the registers, oh lawk, oh lawk, how should I know 
Parson keeps the key of vestry, but I doubt if there' 
much there but rubbish." 

"What! no registers ? " 

" There are registers, or used to be, somewhere.** 

Abigel took alarm at once. 

" Has any one been tampering with them ? " si 
inquired so sternly as again to tickle the clerk. 

" Oho ! ** he roared. " Yes, lady. I think the mL 
have done summat in that way. 'Tain't the intere 
of any one else." 

"No person — no gentleman," MissEowe proceeded 
but she was abruptly stopped by the elbow of ti 
future spouse, who marked growing wonder on tl 
bucolic visage, and saw the imprudence of sowii 
suspicion in his uncorrupted intellect. 

" Not as I know of," grunted the faded man. ^^ 
can't see what folks want with registers — a heap 
trouble. When you're dead, you're dead, and tha^ 
all about it." 

It was evident that the clerk was a practical perso 
who loved his ease, and who was also out at elbov' 
Cyrus, placing a guinea on the window-sill, annountJ 
that the glittering coin should be the clerk's, if - 
would stir his stumps and be off after the keys. Ti 
lady and gentleman were in a hurry. Surelie ! tb 
he would for such a guerdon. His prad wi 



A PILGRIMAGE TO THE WOLDS. 99 

grazing yonder — that strawberry quadruped — ^he would 
saddle him in a trice ; but it was only fair for the 
gentleman to know that the church contained little 
beside mice and cobwebs. 

Left alone^ the cousins looked at each other de- 

spondingly, Eegisters were evidently unfashionable 

in this remote place, where service was sometimes 

read if it was fine. Now that they were here, of 

course they would look up the registers ; but it would 

have been better, perhaps, to have gone straight to 

the point, and have cross-questioned the clerk about 

Hoger Jarvis. Where the population was so small, 

every one was sure to know all about everybody 

else, and information of some sort might be obtained. 

Pentecost had certainly said something about a name- 

\ less grave at Crows' Liberties. If Eoger was buried 

^ bere, she was right enough, for all the graves were 

i nameless. They wandered round the crazy chapel, 

' peered through the gaping chinks of the door. 

"This must be the vestry. We'll know all about 

it in the twinkling of a bedpost," observed Gyrus; 

iuid, placing his broad shoulder against the woodwork, 

. he gave a sturdy push. The door yielded at once, 

n and Cy fell sprawling on his back, amid such a cloud 

^' of 4ust as half suffocated Belzoni when he sat on the 

M 

f. mummy of Cheops. "Well," he grumbled, "if the 
r secrets of Crows' Liberties are no better guarded, 
' we'll soon find what we want." 
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So soon as the atmosphere was cleared, Abigel 

commenced eagerly to search. What damp ! Whal 

destruction! What crumbling decay ! A rush-bottomec 

chair; a dirty surplice, and a pair of rusty spurs 

hanging on a nail ; a table minus a leg ; on it a brokei 

pipe and some tobacco-ash ; a cupboard in a comer 

ajar. Feverishly, Abigel made for the cupboard. I 

volume of Jeremy Taylor, a book of certificates c 

birth. Here was a register ! Tremblingly Miss Row 

attempted to drag it down; but, too heavy for he 

slender wrists, it fell, and gaping, displayed a foi 

inside, like that of a whited sepulchre. A prett 

book of registry! As the clerk hinted, mice ha 

mumbled its interior ; rats had tasted of its nastines- 

and spat it out ; worms had scored the leaves ; stoi 

moribund bluebottles had retired within the cover 

and, decently concealed from view, had shuffled c 

their coil. It was an entomological pantheon, replo 

with long-legged notabilities; and, with a cry 

disgust, Abigel threw herself upon the rush-bottom < 

chair and burst into a flood of tears. 

Cy, with hands in pockets, looked gravely down 
lovely woman in distress, and waited till the paroxys 
was past. If lovely woman will go on forlorn hop^ 
there is sure to be trouble ; and when a prey to i 
comfiture and wrath, she invariably stamps her lifc^ 
feet and pants with spasmodic sobs. Under such <5 
cumstances there is nothing for mere man to do b 
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to be patient and hold his tongue. The province of 
lovely woman is to loll on cushions and be worshipped. 
If she elects to career over the Wolds for the behoof 
of the indifferent, she will receive buffets on her sweet 
cheek, then set the floodgates open ; and mere man, 
while admitting that she is rightly served, can only 
be regretfully silent. 

Besides the entomological pantheon and the volume 
firom which the parson borrowed his discourses, there 
"was absolutely nothing in the cupboard except layers 
of dust, an accumulation of years. Some of the great- 
grandchildren of the notabilities crept about in comers, 
wagging fierce antennsB in that the last home of their 
ancestors should be rudely desecrated. No marriages, 
and no deaths — ^not even outer covers appertaining to 
such tomes. The clerk was not in the wrong. Who 
could possibly care about the life or death records of 
those who inhabited Crows' Liberties ? Any man or 
-woman who could consent to spend a lifetime in such 
a place deserved to be speedily forgotten. 

Presently Abigel's spasm was over, and gnawing 
her handkerchief, she turned her red eyes dolefully 
towards her cousin. Of course he thought her a little 
fool, she whimpered, even a little cranky, might be. 
Well, it was for better or worse that he was to clasp 
her to his breast. In years to come he must never, 
never twit her with insanity. She was a poor, poor 
ignorant girl, who had tr-tr-tried to act for the 
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best, and it was not her f-f-fault if nothing to which 
she put her hand ever t-t-tumed out well. There 
was nothing to be discovered in this ridiculous wilder- 
ness, she sobbed. They had better give it up and go 
and look after grandam. 

'^ By all means," replied dutiful Cyrus, with alacrity. 
If she was ready to abandon the quest for good and all . 
so much the better, for it was very tiresome. He wae 

only anxious himself about it in order to prevent 

but that was all over, and everything was going, 
swimmingly. If she were tired of it and ready to gen 
so was he ; for it was indeed a melancholy spot, an- 
the sooner they were out of it the better. 

Then — so inexplicable and tantalizing are the way^ 
of lovely woman — short-tempered little Abigel tume 
round and rent her cousin. He was a selfish wretcta 
who cared for nought except his own comfort, aiu - 
ought to be ashamed of heartless indifference. 

This was too much. Tart Miss Eowe would soo - 
be Mrs. Smalley, and it did not behove her to ca^ 
false accusations at her betrothed. It was not fc 
him to recapitulate the details of long and faithfiB- 
service, but it would never do for her to be able M 
say that he snubbed her in her whim. It behove 
him to prevent possibilities of reproach in the future 
Whether he cared about it individually was neith^ 
here nor there ; but he then and there vowed that 1^ 
had changed his mind, and swore a fearful oath, th^ 
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in this delightful spot he and she would remain until 
they had discovered something, or were convinced 
that there was nothing to be discovered. 

Abigel liked him much better when he spoke thus, 
ynth grave and virile determination, than when he 
grovelled and dubbed her angel. So, beaming again 
through the April shower, she held out her nut-brown 
hand, and he was more exercised than ever as to what 
to make of his puzzle. 

"As you will, Cy dear," she replied demurely. 
** You're master, you know. But here comes that 
stupid old clerk on his strawberry prad. He can't 
have been seven miles already." 

The faded old man, puflBing and blowing, explained 
that he had met the parson's shepherd, and that from 
him he had learnt that parson was gone to York and 
would not be back for a week. " It don't matter, it 
Beems, though," he continued with a loud guffaw; 
" for I see you've helped yourselves, and trust you've 
found what you sought." 

"You know perfectly well that there was nothing 
to be found," interrupted Cyrus brusquely. "This 
destruction of records is a disgrace to both you and 
the parson, to say nothing of the archbishop — ^not 
that he troubles much, I dare say, about you hermits 
m the Wolds. But do you mean seriously to tell us 
that there are no registers of deaths or marriages — 
nothing but that loathsome cover ? " 
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"Not that I know of," replied the faded man 
"Afore my time it was sexton kept 'em — ^leastway 
his wife, mitil she died, which she did some yeac 
before him. Old Tabitha Jarvis kept 'em tidy, am 
him too. No easy job. Little wonder it killed her." 

" Tabitha Jarvis ! " ejaculated Abigel, with heigh, 
ened colour. 

"Yes; Tabitha, wife of Eoger, the sexton, 
should remember him, for, though he'd little to eat, 1 
was uncommon big, and no mistake ; and when 1 
died had a coffin big enough for two. An nnlucl 
feckless chap was Eoger Jarvis." 

" Eoger Jarvis ! " echoed Abigel, with clasped hanc 
" Where was he buried ? " 

" Yonder," replied the man, with a touch of pleasui 
in that the travellers should be inquisitive about sac 
a curiosity in corpses. " Under the sun-dial. The^ 
never was a stone ; for he was the last, and it's i 
leaving such things to strangers." 

" The last ? He had no children, then ? " 

" Oh yes ; two girls, who went to York as houS 
servants. They were fond of ribbon and finery ; ai 
this place iz a trifle dull." 

" Only two daughters ? " 

" They went to the bad, poor giddy things. The 
was a lad, too, but he 'listed early and went to fc- 
Ingies, I was told, as food for powder ; and went 
the dogs too, I suppose. Better that nor starve." 
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-A^l)igel was so moved that she could not speak, but 
stood with both hands clasped upon her bosom, 
chQjiging from red to white. Cyrus, resolved as he 
yfSL& to penetrate to the bottom, drew inspiration from 
hex* eyes and continued to ask idle questions. 

* * Is Jarvis a common name hereabouts ? '* he 
inquired innocently. 

**No," returned the clerk. "These folks were 
Irish, I believe. Yonder's the cottage where they 
lodged ; that one with the sharp gable and the lattice 
"window. There's a rare view of the sea from the top 
of that hiU." 

Cy thanked the man and dismissed him, and the 
consins strolled up the incline to admire the promised 
pirospect. It was exasperating. They had actually 
found Eoger at last, but merely in hearsay fashion. 
Ifo record of his marriage or his death. Would any 
conrt accept such evidence? And yet, fitting two 
and two together, there was no doubt as to its veracity. 
It "Was satisfactory to know that Soger's son had 
'listed for a soldier. The next step was to inquire 
at the house where the outcasts had roosted. A pic- 
^^^^esque looking abode enough, though small and 
^ftpidated. Although the family was dispersed, there 
^8.8 some one, perchance, within who would remember 
^^^txi and give further details. It was worth trying, 
**• ftU events, determined as they were to leave no 
^^xxe unturned. Cy went to the door, and rapped 
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with his whip. No reply. He turned the handle and 
was about to enter, when some one rose from a low 
settle and approached the intruder. Both the cousins 
uttered a cry ; for the man standing in the doorway, 
sketch-book in hand, was no other than Leoline. 
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CHAPTEK VI. 

THE sexton's dwelling. 

o's pale face flashed mth glad surprise when he 
rceived who the tourists were that had invaded 
\ retreat ; and an answering flash cut through 
3 soul of Cy, as he looked with suspicion on his 
asin. But her tell-tale visage answered for itself, 
lere was no coUusion. The meeting was not pre- 
xanged. " What are you doing in this dismal 
ace? What brought you here?" Such were the 
iiestions asked of one and the other ; and Leo, while 
Wgel explained the purport of her visit, seemed 
taoyed. " Still on that hopeless chase ! " he ex- 
limed impatiently. " I tell you candidly that I have 
ite given it up. Indeed, I wrote to my mistress a 
ort time ago, stating that nothing came of the 
Vertisement, and that it is foolish to fret away our 
^8 after a chimera. I cannot stay on for ever, 
>ping and expecting that which will not take place. 
^« was very kind to me when I sorely needed kind- 
*S8, and my place is by her side. Ambrosia begs me 
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to go, and add my feeble influence to hers. 'Tis sh 
needs kindness, now, poor lady — and friends too, 
aU I hear is not the invention of the evil one ! " 

*^ Going away after all !" ejaculated Abigel, growin 
white ; and Cy could not help adding sulkily, " You'] 
s> pretty one to work for ! '* 

"Yes," he said; "I shall join the Princess i 
Naples ; and as it may be long ere I return, I've con 
to take a last look at the dear old north, where I w: 
born and bred. I'm making a tour afoot, ai 
intended to surprise you all, by pouncing sudden 
on Stratton. See these sketches. They'll serve 
remind me of this bleak grey coast as we float on t 
blue Mediterranean. This is Spurn Head at Humbe: 
mouth ; and this Withemsea ; and this Owthoir 
where the sea has lapped and lapped into the doma 
of men till the church has toppled and the shore 
strewn with cofl&ns. A forbidding coast, and yet 
love it. This one is Mapleton. Ah me I " 

"What of Mapleton?" asked Abigel, marking t 
sigh. 

"'Tis there she died," Leo replied softly. * 
sought out the barn ; here is a drawing of it. I kn. 
it again at once, and 'tis well I did, for none in t 
place recalled the circumstance." 

" And after what she said, you turn your back up 
her and your ancestors," Abigel remarked, with 
touch of disdain. " Oh, Leo, it is very wrong ! " 
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** The farther I am away, the easier it will to be 

forget I " sighed Leo. " Here there is nothing but 

"Worry and delusive hope. When you cross-questioned 

tliose almshouse women, I half believed that it would 

all come right; and then, as usual, the mirage 

vanished, leaving the prospect more drear. Believe 

me, Abigel, 'tis you who are wrong, though I love you 

very much for your faithful energy and kindness. I've 

thought it all over," he added gloomily, " and I feel 

that if I do not go away 'twill be the worse for me." 

Miss Bowe looked frightened, and glanced at Gy. 
For her sake 'twas best that he should go, but why 
^T his? Yes; since the register was gone, which 
&ey had come to seek, perchance it would be wise 
UL liim to depart and seek his mistress. But there 
^aa no reason for the look of gratification on Cy's 
^^•ee, as he flicked the flowers that grew at the 
^^ottage door. How very provoking Cy could bef 
^as he such a gaby as to be jealous, when he held 
*^^ir promise ? 

I^resently Cy observed with composure, "You 
^*^y well thank her, Mr. Jarvis ; for never did little 
^oman work so hard. She's got the matter nearly 
^l^ar ; but, as your honour is so indifferent, she can 
^^t it drop now with a sound conscience. That she 
*^8 so far succeeded will at least be a comfort to her- 
^If, sir, which will comfort me, since she's soon to 
^ my wife." 
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A shade passed over the brow of the young poen 
^*Your wife!" he faltered, with a strange disma;^ 
" It is settled ? I suspected this." 

Leoline tried hard to look pleased, but it was ^ 
failure. Although we may sensibly conclude that^ $ 
desired prize may never be ours, and give up thinkLjary 
of it, yet does the pang come sharply when we se^ it 
won by some one else. 

"Yes!" sighed Abigel. "It is settled, qaJte 
settled." 

Here was a singular way of discussing approachiiig 
nuptials, when bells would vie in joyousness with tie 
jocund rat-tat of marrowbones and cleavers. Thew 
was no more delight depicted on the features of the 
trio than if they had been conversing of a funeraJ* 
Indeed, it appeared a matter of emulation as to whid* 
of the three should seem most glum. 

Leo muttered to himself, "What do I do her^' 
Yes ; I must go." 

As for Abigel, she was frightened by her sensatior^-^* 
for, so soon as she found herself again under b^^ 
spell of the blue eyes, the battlements and rampa:^^ 
which she had so carefully been building melted ic^^ 
vapour, and the prospect of becoming a bruise-::^* 
bride appeared intolerable. 

Poor Cyrus, on his side, was disconsolate ; for i^^® 
way in which she said, " It is settled," struck him ^ ^^® 
a douche of iced water. The tone was one of resi 
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n and regret, rather than of content. Wincing, he 
zed at his affianced, and she smiled up at him. It 
Ls of her will and choice that she was to be his, but 
e old warning of Thomas Cribb rang like a knell in 
s ears. *' It will never answer," that worthy man 
%d said. Was he who loved her so to make her life 
misery ? It would not bear thinking of. Only ju^t 
>w, before they came on Leoline, she was quite 
eased, and accepted with admirable propriety the 
lict of her future lord. Ah, well ! as she had re- 
larked, it was settled. He would do his honest best 
> make her life a not unpleasant one, so there was 

use in going back on that. He was painfully con- 
iuced, though, that the less the scribbling young 
Ireamer met his wife the better it would be for the 
^ace of the menage ; and a gleam traversed his intel- 
igence to the effect that it was weU she did not insist 
pon his leaving his profession. If they could succeed 

1 placing this young gentleman upon his proper 
iilnacle, as seemed far from impossible now, the 
*^eaoh between those two would be made wider than 
^er were he to continue to be, in name at least, a 
^gilist ; and then he chid himself for the unworthy 
bought. How base to drag her down in order to re- 
move her farther from his rival ! And yet, if she was 
^ be his wife, it was surely his bounden duty to her 
^ well as to himself to remove his precious chattel out 
f the vortex of temptation. But perchance he was 
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self-deceived. This fitful fever of hope and fearW 
but the result of suspense. To possess such a chattA 
was such undeserved bliss, that he might well te 
pardoned for doubting the consummation of bit 
happiness and seeing dangers when there were noD6. 
When the knot was tied, and she was his very oim, 
he could afford to laugh at the hot and cold accesses 
of the past. She was certainly quite lukewarm about 
this quest an hour since, when she proposed to retain 
to Battle Magna ; and then, a minute later, she hal 
been so cross! Biddies are wearisome things. He 
was not good at sounding the depths of femalB 
motive. His resolution had been a good one, nameify 
to go through with the matter to the end, which sha 
had found so entertaining, in order that later sha 
might not be able to reproach herself ; and here thef 
were all three by chance together on the spot, so the 
present was the time for action. Between them thef 
must do something decisive. 

Leoline was amazed when Abigel imfolded her 
budget, and he saw how link was joined to link ; and 
the expression of dismay upon his features gave pla*® 
to quite another look of hope, which, happily ^ 
himself perhaps, Cy was unable to interpret. So fl^^ 
stone was actually found, and they stood, at this v^ 
moment, on the threshold of old Eoger's abode ? W*^ 
his mammy toiling thitherward all those years aga^^' 
that she should have died so near ? Was she bent ^ 



THE sexton's dwelling. 113 

ling another certificate and placing it before Lord 
uington (confident that he would do what was 
lit) along with her marriage lines^ for her little 
''s sake ? That must have been it. Poor soul ! 
ras as well she perished when she did^ for it would 
''6 been bitterly trying to have discovered nothing. 
* But we must discover something," cried sturdy 
Tis. "We know exactly how things were; but 
it a proof, and that proof we'll find if we drag 
m this crippled tenement." 

jeoline had stopped at this house on account of the 
w, and was settling down to do a sketch when Cy 
I Abigel appeared. Its occupant had kindly 
dged to the farm to buy some milk for his repast, 
I would be back anon. Yes, there she was, 
nbing the hill with a can, stopping now and again 
breath. A dame in years. So much the better, 
ihe clerk was a faded but jocular person, this dame 
8 nervous and whimpering, and appeared quite 
red by the unexampled spectacle of three strangers 

her doorstep at one time. Deary me ! Would 
y step inside ? It was neat and clean, if homely, 
ere was bread and a bit of cheese and milk, and if 
t lady would bide a bit, she would make some scones 
the griddle, 
ifiss Eowe, recovering her spirits — resolved to show 

wounds — ^begged that she would not put herself 
>ut. The milk was opportune, for in thisglittle 

'OL. III. bO 
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basket were proviBions — cold meat, some tea. If t 
dame would heat some water, the travellers would 
luxuriously provided. While the woman placed soiatae 
sticks together and kindled a fire, Abigel observed k^r 
narrowly. A woman of about sixty, comely aja-i 
buxom — a decent body. Could she have occupied tlxe 
house whilst Eoger lived here? Was she" a relatioii 
of his or Tabitha's ? One of the daughters, perhaps, 
who had been giddy, and gone wrong, and been 
reclaimed. Carelessly, for the purpose, apparentlji 
of idle chatter, Miss Howe began to ask questions. H 
was a dull place. Ah, deary me, it was ! Poor folks 
must not be pickers and choosers, but accept their lot. 
She had dwelt in this hamlet for — Lord knows how 
long — ever since she was quite small, beginning as fftrm 
wench, then changing to household labour. In this 
very house she had spent more years than she could 
count. A nice house if humble, but awful dull o* 
winters since the old folks passed away. Old folks ^ 
Her father and mother, of course. No ; her master 
and mistress, or rather her old friends, since being so 
poor they had given her bite and sup in lieu of wag^^ |ir 
Mrs. Tabitha was shrill and angular, her temp^ 
soured, poor thing, by misery ; but Gaffer Boger was 
always patient — ^never complaining or giving troflW^ \i 
— would go out and dig a grave all weathers witbo^ 
grumbling, and the winds here in winter were ^^ 
knives. That's how he was carried off, and m^^^ 
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retted ; for he was good and simple, if too weak to 
successful battle against a violent inflammation of 
lungs. 

^That was the poor old sexton, was it? Pity he 
n't an assistant," quoth artful Abigel, while her 
companions listened. 

"Old ! not a bit old," retorted the dame, "though 
looked old, his hair being white. Why, when that 
tted inflammation took him, he was only forty-four." 
When was that ? " 

In 1792 — a dreadful November, with snow and 
t, and farmer Jennings to be buried. He came 
k shivering, and took to his bed, and never got up 
in, except to get under the sod, poor fellow! 
iry one was' sorry when he went, except himself; 
s^as glad enough to go, being so wretched." 
1792 ! That was the year of your birth, Leoline ! " 
gel exclaimed. "And since then you've lived 
9 all by yourself?" 

All by myself — doing a bit of sewing for the folks 
and, and keeping the wolf from the door as best I 
Id. But where all are poor we help each other, for 
sJl know too well the feel of a heavy hand ! " 
Tell me," Abigel pursued, speaking very distinctly, 
bat did the sexton do besides digging graves? 
bese remote places every one does a host of things." 
Do ! Nothing, poor soul ; his health was never 
ng, and he so weighed down with cares ! " 
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*' Did he not keep the church books ? " 

The woman looked up like a startled hare. " 
church books ! " she faltered. " They all tumbled to 
pieces in the curate's time, who lived here once, thon^ 
there was nought for him to do. And Eoger W 
angry, I mind, and so was Mrs. Tabitha, when ^ 
curate's lady took the crumpled leaves to light the 
fire ; and he said it was a shame, and took the boob 
away from her." 

*' She lit the fire with the registers ! ** cried Abigel. 

" Ay, did she, and what good else, a parcel of 
litter ! Madam Tabitha was for doing the same 9i 
first, but he was stern with her, the only time he ever 
was, she said, in all their married life. To please 
him, she made me sew them up as neat as I bew 
how." 

'' Then, thanks to Eoger, they exist still ? " Abigel 
cried, with such a ring of pleasure that the womiuiy 
taking alarm, withdrew within her shell, and, busyifl? 
herself with household cares, declined to say tu^f 
more. 

"It is right that you should know," Cyrus iIlte^ 
rupted, "that a great deal may turn upon tbofl® 
papers. It is possible that this gentleman here TO^I 
give you a himdred guineas in exchange for some ^ 
them. When Eoger went imder the sod, as you put ^^ 
what became of the books you sewed so carefully ? * 

" Deary me ! " wailed the woman, dropping i^^ 
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les, and sitting on the floor in consternation. ^^ A 
dred guineas ! Niver have seen half so much 
U my life ! " 

Well then, you shall now, if fairly earned.** 
Oh, deary me, deary me ! He said they ought to 
kept," the woman continued, locking her hands 
rther, " but I thought him daft, and that when he 
dead it didn't matter. Tabitha always said so, 
so did the curate's lady, and sure a humble body 
me may be excused for doing like my betters." 
You have destroyed them ? " cried Abigel. 
They are gone," admitted the woman, all of a 
able. 

All? every one?" demanded Cyrus, while Leo 
like a statue, as blanched and motionless. 
The covers are somewhere," the woman said, 
;htening, **with a scrap or two. Perhaps you'll 
. there what you want." 

. book of marriages and a book of deaths — ^the 
3rs of the volumes missing from the church — as 
)ty if not as loathsome as the entomological 
theon. A few ragged and torn pages yet re- 
ned, but nothing that could be of the slightest use 
)ur three travellers. They sat in a circle, utterly 
pondent. 'Tis vexing when you've raised a house 
jards, if the placing of the roof should bring down 
entire edifice. The situation was harrowing in 
extreme, but there was no use in sitting^ tTcist^ 
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like mourners at a burying. The cause of the tronb "^^ 
gave vent to a series of smothered outcries^ like t^L^Jt 
Irish beldame at a wake. " Deary me ! deary me J 
What a provoking beldame! What is the use ^^f 
lamentation ? Let us bury our dead and be jovial 

So at least thought Cyrus, who was the first *o 
recover. Even when baffled and discomfited, me^Ji 
must eat. The collation he had brought in a basket 
from Garton-on-the- Wolds, instead of being a banquet 
of triumph, was to be a commemorative repast of 
funeral baked meats. So much the worse- All ha.d 
been done that was possible. 'Twas through no fanlt 
of theirs that failure instead of victory now crowaed 
their efforts. "L'homme propose, mais Dieu dispose." 
If we can't have things as we will, we must tak^ 
things as they come, and make the best of them. 

The food was spread upon the board, and as the trio 
discussed it, Cy and Leoline talked of their plans in- 
low tones, while Abigel dropped salt tears upon hoT 
bread and butter. Yes, he would go and join tb^- 
Princess — "was quite anxious to be off," Leo said* 
Eeports were rife that she had fallen desperately '^^ 
love with Murat, le beau sabreur, and that, deserto"^ 
by her remnant of British following, she had fall^^ 
among foreign thieves and Philistines. Her paff^ 
could not do much, but he might be privileged *^ 
defend her from foreign harpies and scoundrels. "0^^ 
life was empty, a very Sahara, with no rosy light ^^ 
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tbo horizon. It would be well to be of some trifling 
uso before he died, or at least to make the attempt. 
Axxd Mr. Smalley was going to be married, was he ? 
^^11, he had the best wishes of the companion of his 
l^c^xath. A treasure was confided to his care. Leoline 
ic>;ped he never would forget the value of the treasure- 
i-ie accents were solemn, like those of a parent 
•diaigning his child. 

-^bigel -sobbed so bitterly that she could not 

'^»llow. The baked meats were Dead Sea fruit, and 

*"t:3i.ck in her throat. The sympathetic and also 

''^^cping mistress of the cottage implored her to take 

BOxne tea, and not take on. Another dish — it was so 

v^xy soothing. As for herself, she was already vastly 

l>^'fcter, for tea was a rare luxury and calmiag to grief. 

^ little more water in the pot. The kettle was burning 

to the touch, but here was a holder, made by her own 

ftxxgers, ever so long since. Abigel drank the tea, but 

^oxdd eat nothing — ^not the merest morsel. It would 

l^^CMre been in better taste if Gy had reframed from 

Zoning about his plans and way of hfe in the future 

to the unfortunate Leoline, who could have no plans 

of his own henceforth. The girl's brow darkened as 

she listened to the blundering of her affianced, and 

*he twitched her fingers nervously as a help to the 

keeping of her temper. She took up the kettle-holder, 

^itmgh thing made out of an old petticoat, and fret- 

^y picked the threads. It came to pieces under her 
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touchy and the stiffening peeped forth-^a bit of pap^^ 
folded square with writing on it. The word Bjeam--^ 
fixed her attention. '^ What is this ? " she murmi 
*' Hans — ^Hans Jarvis ! " With hysterical movemc 
she detached the paper from its woollen eoveringy 
smoothed it on the table. It was one of the 
from the torn book, for the tear tallied with one of 
abrasions. A certificate, yes ; a certificate of birth* 
of the birth of Hans Jarvis, son of Boger Jarvis, 
of Broagh in Ireland, and Tabitha, his wife ! 

They had it at last, the missing link ! By a fo: 
tunate accident the particular page in question 
been used to stuff a kettle-holder instead of to lighfc a 
fire. The chain was complete now, and Leoline 
Earl of Northallerton! In the revulsion from 
spondency to joy. Miss Bowe so far forgot herself a>^» 
sobbing out incoherent congratulations, to fling her 
arms around the young poet's neck; and as he r^ 
turned the embrace with a will, Cyrus looked griml? 
on. Now, just for once, but never more. Cy too w^ 
glad on his own account, for the wall was built, H^ 
coping placed. The baked meats were become a fea^*^ 
Liberties are permitted in a saturnalia. He h^^ 
learnt that in London. He was so pleased himsa^^ 
reflecting dear Abby's gladness, that he seized 
new lord's hand in his own great mawley, and ga' 
it such a shake as caused it to sting again. The jsi^-^* 
tress of the cottage knew not which to do, whether — 



THE sexton's dwelling. 121 

or laugh. Only to think that Fortune should 
lend her after all ! Whatever should she do with 
undred golden guineas? The book and the torn 
? — of course they might have them and welcome. 

the handsome young gentleman was Soger's 
adson, and Eoger was himself an earl ! Deary, 
ry me ! How like a fairy tale ! Whoever could 
e dreamed of such a thing? What a thousand 
Bs the patient fellow had not survived to take his 
re of joy. But nothing ever did or could succeed 

I him. Some folk's career on earth is so uniformly 
sk, so unchequered with any light, that sure they 
3t have a high time of it on the next stage, or 
)uld be most unfair. Eoger, who had never in- 
^d a creature in his life, had reaped nothing but 
•ow unalloyed. Maybe he was looking down at 
i minute and smiling his invisible congratulations 
lis lucky grandchild. And now she came to think 
t, she had a box which had been Eoger's, and 
eh she had taken to herself as a kind of perquisite 

memento of the deceased ; for had she not closed 
eyes and laid him out, and no blood relation near ? 
A8 but a meagre thing, used by her as a workbox; 
whenever she used it, she always thought of Eoger, 
called a blessing on his memory. 
eoline took it up with something akin to awe. A 

II casket of ebony and ivory, with the family arms 
ihe lid blazoned in colour. A maunch vert u^on 



122 ABIGEL BOWE* 

a field or ; the same design as on the seal bis mothet 
gave him. The cognizance of the Nortballertons, tk^^ 
only relic left to the hapless fugitive in his banisl^* 
ment to remind him of what he had lost. 

lo tmimphe ! Let the trumpet to the clario*'^ 
speak! Beaming with joy, Miss Eowe resumed tt'** 
command of the expedition, abdicated in despairin^:s;^ 
waywardness. The trio must return to Battle Magna^ 
and, with helpful Eimpton's aid, marshal their forced 
to oust the usurper. Eoger's housekeeper would bar** 
to journey up to London. She would not mind tba*^' 
if amply paid. So must the clerk and the Stratto-^ 
almshouse women and the monument. But the plotters 
must be very cautious, careful to make no false ste^i 
Would it be prudent, with so strong a hand, to sh(^" 
their cards to Pentecost ? To make her understand- 
that the game was played out, since they knew all. 
Assured of this, she would probably confess, whi^^ 
would simplify matters charmingly — not but wh. 
they held everything that was essentiaL Cy was 
not troubling his grandam, but he was overruled ; fo^ 
as Abigel cogently observed, the wicked old womar^-^ 
soul had been long in travail, and 'twould be a kin.^ 
ness to allow her to repent and wash white her scarl^ 
sins. If Cy was afraid to face . her, Abigel was nc^^ 
When was she ever afraid ? She would go straig^ 
to her aunt and speak the truth, and see what o 
of it. But this deed of signal prowess was not r 
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red of her. When the party reached Stratton-on- 
-Fosse, they found Kimpton awaiting them before 
forge. Madam Pentecost Smalley had been taken 
h apoplexy, and, after lying some homrs speechless, 
L gone to her account. What would my lord 
nington do now ? 
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CHAPTEE VII. 

OLABEMONT. 

If the wayward Abigel was unfortunate in her mat^ri" 
monial prospects, her dear friend Charlotte seem^^ 
likely to fare better, in spite of papa's frowns. Tli^ 
Prince Eegent could not forgive her conduct in tb^ 
Orange fiasco, for to the mind of a Grand Signor tb^ 
aggressive obstinacy of a minx is not to be pardoned. 
Time was going on, and it became imperative to settle 
her somehow. What was to be done with this bound- 
ing woman ? My lady Hertford still murmured ov^ 
her tambour, "Find a husband;" and stout Tel^' 
machus grew quite angry with Mentor for sugges**" 
ing the impossible. He declined to pit himself again.^ 
his daughter any more ; for it was imdignified, and t^^ 
knew by experience that he was sure to get the wor^ 
of it. She was terribly popular, too ; for whenever sl*^ 
appeared in London, a mob pursued her carriage aX^^ 
would not cease hallooing until she kissed her finge^^ 
from the window. That mob was pestilent in i-*^ 
behaviour — always making itself objectionable or^^^ 
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another. T'other day it was com laws and 
prices of bread ; now it was something else. 
3f pelting ministers, it began to attack the 
again. The rapacious, discontented mob was 
r complaining, growling, and showing its teeth, 
rent, tithes, were a grievous burthen, lamented 
kel. An over production of manufacturing 
cried the town-bred grumbler, deprived of the 
onopoly of a foreign market, was left on the 
of the producer, and the manufacturing capi- 
ras reduced to ruin. Could the Grand Signor 
at ? The simple fact was, that the nation found 
Dmp^lled to pay the price of past military glory, 
ijected strongly to the process. An inclement 
and a bad harvest filled up the measure of 
calamity. Tumults, nocturnal outrages, were 
y occurrence. Distressed workmen threatened 
h and violated public decency, or appealed to 
sympathy by harnessing themselves like brutes 
gons and drawing them from town to town, 
enchment and economy were bandied about and 
3 cant phrases — two words which, as we have 
easion to perceive, did not exist in the vocabu- 
the Eegent. To one who never could be made 
Brstand the value of money, such words meant 
g but discomfort. The only economy which he 
ivileged to see was his mother's, and the parsi- 
3f the Queen commanded no respect, for indeed 
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she was a ivrinkled old miser, and hoarded up h^i 
gold for no more useful purpose than kissing the dear 
guineas. Ministers were strongly opposed to econoiai- 
cal reform, and abetted their lord and master. So 
when deputations came babbling of a pensioned oli- 
garchy and remonstrating about corruption and a 
yenal Parliament, his Eoyal Highness declined to 
listen, and, secluded within his own domains, in- 
Tented new teapots and chandeliers, designing gor- 
geous decorations. But shut himself up as he might, 
domestic concerns would obtrude themselves within 
the sacred saloons of the Pavilion. The question \m0 
constantly obtruding itself, " What was to be done 
with the minx? " Set her up in an establishment of 
her own her father would not, at least until she was 
married ; for he had sworn by all his gods that i* 
should not be so, and it was not proper that a bmoDd 
hoyden should bring dishonour on the hairs of th^ 
paternal jasey. If one thing goes right in this worli^ 
another is certain to go wrong. The Dreadful Womat* 
was imsconducting herself abroad even more flagrantly 
than a fond husband had a right to hope. In thfl^^ 
direction things were going well, and the sun of pos- 
sible divorce began to glimmer through the clouds- 
The persons by whom she was surrounded were e^^ 
lower than the boon companions of " Trou Madame:'* 
and so great was the horror she inspired, that b®' 
arrival in a town was the signal for the flight of t^^ 
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tish consul, who straightway shut up his shutters, 
locked his doors, and vanished into space. This 
I, of course, delightful, for it afforded a glimpse to 
dgners of the long-endured sufferings of the Prince, 
lips being hermetically sealed, it was satisfactory 
t she should show herself of her own accord in her 
3 colours. But on this subject of divorce ministers 
e xmsympathetic. An attempt to bring about such 
jnsummation would be as dangerous now as in the 
t. Moreover, what would they do about witnesses ? 
roline was almost entirely surrounded by foreigners, 
I foreign witnesses would be looked on with sus- 
ion by John Bull, within whose thick skull was an 
radicable conviction that all foreigners were mur- 
•ers and liars, capable of any enormity. George 
used to believe his ministers, and declared that 
I prospect of freedom grew brighter every day. 
Dther things, however, were not so rosy. It was 
)amful fact that his Eoyal Highness was no longer 
young as he once had been (even he could not 
Ip perceiving it), and that the Nemesis of a wild 
ath hovered over his middle age. Though his 
[8 were admittedly splendid, and the general 
ect of the frogged surtout vastly fine, there was a 
Sculty about the sylph-like symmetry of the too 
tnxsive royal bow-window, and his feet were 
tacked with gout. He was still a handsome 
an, with the same marvellously winning smile and 
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polished manners, but he was unable to conceal » 
certain wheeziness which recalled the breathing of $ 
pet spaniel, and found it hard to be jocund and jannfy 
with a burning sensation in his toe. It was all Toy 
well to remark that cats are the handsomer for emboa- 
point. Some people don't mind growing old, can look 
with placidity at silver hairs and resist the temptattd 
of the tweezers ; to others, the march of the old gfflH 
tleman with the scythe is an abiding horror. If ho 
had no more to bear than that, you may say, he wtf 
unusually fortunate, since all must die in turn ; tat 
indeed, his gout was a sore trial, and soured the sweet 
temper which his associates justly admired. Gout or 
no gout, that question required an answer : What was 
to be done with regard to the great girl ? Lady Hert 
ford urged in vain that the mob would be making* 
grievance of it soon, if the heiress presumptive were ta 
remain a spinster. But papa was obdurate. If she 
would not take a husband of his choosing, he wouli 
wash his hands of the matter. This was very awk- 
ward, for Charlotte could not rush about by herself 
from Court to Court, and put herself up to auctkm 
like a wench at a statute fair. There is no knowioK 
what catastrophes might not have arisen out of this 
difficulty if the puzzle had not fitted itself togethfif 
of its own accord. What a relief it was to ^ 
parties concerned when the gay philanderer, wi* 
had flirted on Brighton beach and sighed and nii-^ 
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ly after the usual fashion of deceiyers^ suddenly 
dined in the attitude of a genuine prStendu, and 
Qanded the hand in marriage of the heiress 
isumptive to the Crown! He was just the very 
•n. Well educated^ thoughtful, with the melan- 
)ly beauty which Lord Byron had made the mode, 
ince Leopold of Saxe-Coburg, too, was a younger 
I— in this case an advantage — for nothing need 
iw him away] from England, where Charlotte was 
iermined to reside. Before it had been chiefly on 
r mother's account that she wished to stop at 
tne; but having put her foot down, and having, 
>reover, tasted a little of the sweets of popularity, 
9 resolved to stand to her guns, preferring old 
tidenhood to surrender. His Boyal Highness said 
thing. He was loftily indifferent, and referred 
3 question to the Queen. She decided that this 
itch would do as well as any other, and that as 
i&rlotte was satisfied, and promised to be good, the 
itendu, although a pauper, had better be accepted, 
ch unwonted calm and peace fell upon the Court, 
it it scarce knew itself in the strange disguise. Had 
Jy all tumbled by chance into the Garden of Eden, 
what was the meaning of this foretaste of mil- 
nium ? At news of the match, the mob ceased howl- 
:. The two Charlottes, who had been wont to snap 
I bite, drove about in a glass coach sweetly smiling, 
bracing now and again in the face of an admiring 
OL. m. 51 
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populace like gushing, affectionate angels. His Boj«l 
Highness, coercing the pain in his toe, skipped gaily 
about Carlton House, and received his mamma am 
daughter with greetings of intensest love. Peo]^ 
who were ignorant of what had gone before ^a» 
moved to tears by the contemplation of so heavenly 
a spectacle as this united happy family. Sure so 
devoted a group was never seen— one which knew 
naught of scratchings, or hot water, or the washing rf 
foul linen. As for Leopold, J^he moved among ft© 
throng, a sadly placid Corsair — an amiable Manfred- 
just the sort of lover to win an emotional maid. All 
the royal brothers, too, laying aside for the nonc6 
their petty jealousies and hatreds and covert sqTwk* 
blings, joined in the beautiful tableau. Pity iheW 
was no great historic painter living then to limn ft* 
glorious scene. Jovial York, radiant and jolly, clasp* 
ing the hand of Kent, of whom he was so very fond ; 
Cumberland hard by, his imprudent match forgotten* 
embracing his mamma, who would never receive hi^ 
wife ; England's Hope kneeling beside Manfred, (^ 
the rich carpet of the great crimson drawing-room ai 
Carlton House, with papa hovering like a stout bii* 
graceful fowl, hiccupping from behind his pocket-hand- 
kerchief, " Bless you, my dearest children ! " I voW 
'twould make a touching picture, but as in grand 
historic pieces a taste of allegory is permissible, I 
would put in the lion and the lamb, and the tige^ 
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MA, lying amicably side by side among the 
Lmiture. 

larlotte married Manfred and was happy; 
as a very good young man, and set himself 
1 to curb her boisterous manners and check 
erance of her tongue. And under his tutelage 
roved daily, for sure never did a girl struggle 
»manhood under less promising auspices. No 
ihe people loved her, for under the roughness 
ibojdshness was a heart of real gold, and a 
rhose sterling worth was shown by the way it 
ited its diflSculties. Just think of the travail 
IS of the poor innocent, inexperienced soul ! 
Manfred appeared, a kind and judicious school- 
she was grateful for his wise coercion, thank- 
ng to a strong arm that was to lead her out 
ess ; and that she should have been so, proved 
ieness to her mother and the healthy strength 
laracter. 
larriage and consequent emancipation of the 

brought good to others besides herself. She 

rich, but comfortably off as princesses go ; 
Olaremont, which was bestowed on her as a 
rre, the judicious schoolmaster was also a 

house steward. He supervised the butcher's 
1 sternly harangued a graceless and felonious 
>cer, and put to unutterable confusion and 
cook who purloined the dripping. Indeed, 
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both household and tradespeople prononnced tha'^. 
^'furriners was hoffol cheeseparing/' and that th e^r 
ought to be relegated to their original garrets, inst ea mc3 
of being permitted to batten upon England. Tim^^ 
profusion of Carlton House, with its delightful pear- 
quisites and waste, was not imitated at Claremonb ; 
therefore her Boyal Highness was not without mone^ 
in her purse, although she was comparatively poor** 
And one day, upon returning from a ride with tlae 
Corsair, she found a pleasant surprise awaitioC 
her. A little lady, with a crisp curly head, and ^ 
modest garb of woollen stuff, was sitting in the hall 
Her costume was simple and countrified, and othei 
Pharaohs had arisen who knew not Joseph; aaA 
pampered creatures that they were, they would ha^* 
turned so modest-looking a petitioner away. Bn* 
Miss Eowe was not one to be routed by a pampered 
valetaille. She observed calmly that the Princess 
Charlotte was a dear friend of hers — ^the dearest 
female friend she had in all the world — and that sb^ 
would sit in the airy hall and enjoy the summer 
sweetness until her Eoyal Highness should come hoDa®* ' 
There was a determination about the little lady whi^^* I 
awed the pampered menials, and, as she was unarm^ 
with weapons of offence, they allowed her to have b^' 
way. Charlotte, in due course, came cantering up ^ 
the hall door in a Eegency hat, like a naval captain* ^» 
bedizened with a gold-lace band, looking very pre't'^ 
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er happiness and new sober manner ; but at sight 
diss Rowe, the lessons of the schoolmaster were 
;tered to the winds, and she flew across the marble 
r with hoyden haste and arms extended, and fell 
up into the lap of Abigel, having caught her feet 
ler habit. The Corsair was not angry, for dearest 
jrlotte's heart must be allowed to speak some- 
3s, though it was reprehensible to stumble over 
skirts. This should be the subject of a lecture on 
ore fitting occasion. Meanwhile, Charlotte must 
permitted to embrace her friend, and heax the 
st news. 

My dearest darling girl ! '* cried the gleeful 
icess, "you've known me as a cage-bird. Now I am 
as air ; and I know it can't last, for I'm a poor 
ag creature, and this is heaven. I'm quite, quite, 
e happy, my sweetest Abigel. What do you think 
hat, Miss? Don't you think I ought to be 
id?" 

hat any one should be quite, quite, quite happy did 
ear to Abigel a dangerously abnormal condition of 
Lgs, unsuited to the ways of earth ; but to see any 
80 was a deliciously new sensation to her, all the 
•e curiously enjoyable in that for her own part 
aspired to nothing of the kind. " So my dear 
icess is happy ? " she said, with a bright smile. 
am so glad, and it lies with me to make her 
pier still." 
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" Quick ! How is that ? " asked Charlotte, who 1>^ 
dragged her friend into her bedroom, and was worki 
herself up to the requisite pitch for an entranci 
exchange of confidences and a good hearty cry. 

" It lies with me to show how you can be of sigi 
service to a friend, and win the undying gratitude 
two persons. Will not that make you the happier 

*' Of course it will. Anything for dearest Abij 
What is there to be done ? '* 

Then Miss Eowe related to the Princess the ree 
of her stay in Yorkshire. It had been a long sta; 
a weariful agglomeration of fatiguing months — e: 
less and soul-harassing; but it was over now, a 
Miss Bowe had come south for good. 

*'How deUghtful ! " cried Charlotte. 

But Abigel shook her head. *' I belong to anoth 
and a humbler sphere than yours. For a brief peric 
of folly I was in a false position, but that is over ft 
ever. It will not be well for your Boyal Highness i 
have so lowly a friend as I. Prince Leopold wool 
object to it, and rightly. I know my place, and sha 
love you always — from a respectful distance." 

"Prince Leopold will like what I like ! '* blurted o« 
valiant Charlotte. "Besides, after slaving and grfll 
bing for this man, he will, of course, marry you. 
will be a nice and poetic termination, and A 
Countess of Northallerton will remain my honoflT* 
friend — my sister ! " 
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-Abigel turned deadly pale and trembled. " No, 
^ ! " she murmured. " Don't think of such a thing. 
^ would not wish it, nor I ! Marry me out of grati- 
.de ? Never ! I do not love him.*' 
C3harlotte looked at her friend and knitted her smooth 
r4Dw. ^* That's a fib, my dear," she remarked slowly. 
IBut I understand your pride, which is right and 
tcfcidenly. If you did not care for the man, why 
bLOuld you have slaved as you have done? I've asked 
^lyself that all along. But, at the same time, it 
ntistn't be out of gratitude. I know more than you 
think. Has he never spoken, or looked as if he 
^shed to speak ? Men are so stupid ! " 

Abigel grew more confused and pained. Why would 

nobody believe that her conduct was induced by pure 

philanthropy and love of right ? Was it graven on 

W sleeve that she loved Leoline ? Must she bury 

herself beyond human ken that none should read the 

secret? It was visible apparently to all the world, 

patent to every one, except the two persons whom it 

^08t concerned. Leoline, up in the clouds, beheld it 

^t; nor Cyrus, her affianced husband. It was a 

^erey that Cy should suspect nothing. Her husband! 

^^ word had a new and dreadful ring, now that for 

* second time her hidden love was brought home to 

**^-*-pulled off the altar, where Cupid had so long 

*^U grilling in vain. She would be true to Cyrus, as 

"jtUB was true to her, having given her word. That 



186 ABiaEL BOWE. 

her friend should not be led away by false impies- 
sions^ Abigel, in her native truthfcdness^ told Char- 
lotte about Gyrus, and the gladsome face of the 
Princess grew very grave and dark. " You're mad!** 
she said; "quite mad. You've no right to wreek 
your own existence thus, any more than you have a 
right to buoy up this honest fellow with false hopes. . 
It is cruel to him, the behaviour of a coquette. Yoo 
are not one, I know ; but it looks like it. What viH 
your life be ? Just think of it ! In the midst of sur- 
roundings, each one of which will sicken you till the 
acuteness of your sense is blunted. You may bear a 
distasteful thing once or twice or thrice, but all your 
life — every day and night and hour ! My dear, just 
think of it ! Think of having to pray that your nature 
may be coarsened. You are a sweet child, but only 
fit for Bedlam ! '' 

Charlotte assumed the manner of a matron who 
knew the world. Abigel was provoked. ** To you,'* 
she said, " has fallen the blessed lot which is given 
to few women. You are desperately in love with a 
man, and he with you, and fate has permitted you to 
have him. How many of the great ladies of this 
Court have loved wildly and fiercely, and been obliged 
to marry some one else ? You do not know Cyrus as 
I have learnt to know him. The truest, the most 
unselfish, the most singleminded of men. In his 
humble station he is as good even as Prince Leopold, 
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not as handsome. I a coquette indeed." The 
od mantled in Abigel's cheek as she renumerated 

> excellences of her cousin. In sooth he was truly 
nirable, and she liked him very much; for he 
ated her with the unconscious chivalry of an ancient 
Lght> who went forth against dragons and griffins as 
>astime, and brought back their reeking brimstone 
Lgues to win a gracious nod. 

* Can you really be in love with the celebrated 
tig of Myrtle ? H ne manquerait que 5a/ " laughed 

> wise matron Charlotte, wheeling round. " My 
ur, I will get you a strait- waistcoat, and shave off 
>8e little curls. I always liked your big cousin. 

those ghastly days at Warwick House his blunt- 
as amused me, and I admired in him the qualities 

an upright, honest, English yeoman, one of those 
od men who are numerous, thank God, among the 
itish lower class. But to want to marry him ! 
though he's your blood relation, 'twould be a 
*^aUiance. You are a refined and cultured lady. 
>u the wife of a boxer ! You do the honours of 
8 public -house to the Corinthians behind the bar ! 
iugh ! Vraiment, ma chere, tu es impayable, etje fen 
is mes compliments ! " 

Here was the same picture which Cribb had drawn 
r the warning of his boy. Abigel was silent. How 
old she explain to railing Charlotte that the refined 
id cultured lady was a cork upon the waters, a 
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being with no money and no friends except 
bruiser ; one who, moreover, from her bringing tl 
had no means of earning a livelihood ! 6randaiiniM.t 
Pentecost was dead, and had left sparse savings, an^d 
her niece had no right to place her foot any moir'e 
within the grounds of Battle Magna; she was a 
forlorn and houseless wanderer. It is so easy for 
those who are cosy in a snug comer of the harboxir 
to scoff at the labouring smacks that buffet witli 
the waves without. She could not say, " The bar 
of the public-house and a sopped toast is pre- 
ferable to the gutter and no food.'* It would be to 
place herself in a false light, for she would ratli^^^ 
starve than marry a man merely for bread an^- 
butter. A coquette. She really and honestly liked and 
respected Cyrus, and was satisfied that it was in b©^ 
power to make him happy if she tried, even if thft* 
enviable state was denied to herself ; and it i^ 
admissible to suppose that her lonely condition m^-y 
have helped to brighten the possibility of life wi*'^ 
him, though she would have scorned to be guid^^ 
alone by such a motive. But she could not t©-** 
Charlotte this, more especially as the latter wo^^ 
have instantly opened her purse strings, and hBi^^ 
insisted on becoming her banker. 

She had come for money, but not for her own x%^* 
The chain was complete which united Leo and **** 
peerage; but preliminary expenses were inevita»l^ 
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before Lord Osmington could be made to disgorge. 
Of course he could fight tooth and nail, throw diffi- 
3a.X-ties in the way, and harass the foe by every means 
in- liis power. If he found them out, he would probably 
(Ix^^ving no principle) endeavour to bribe the wit- 
nesses. It was essential to have the command of 
a few hundred pounds, which, when he came to his 
o^VTi, Lord Northallerton would gladly refund. 

Ciharlotte acquiesced at once, was enchanted so to do 
foar many reasons, and smiled waggishly the while, 
b^ing inwardly resolved that the fortunate youth and 
fki^ candidate for a strait-waiscoat should be in- 
dissolubly bound together through her means. With 
^^x matronly dignity had come into being the in- 
evitable love of matchmaking. She had known Leoline 
ever since she was a child, and had promised in the 
^Id, old days to do wonderful things for him. He was 
Ml excellent creature, and so was Abigel. They were 
ttiade for one another ; and Charlotte promised herself 
the pleasure of upsetting importunate barriers. 
What is the use of being a Princess if we cannot 
^ occasion be a Dea ex machind ? He was her absent 
^other's protege too; and Lord Osmington was a horrid 
^''^tch, whom it would be a joy to topple over. She 
^^ in the habit of looking on him as one of her 
father's evil geniuses. What an extra satisfaction, 
^^Xi, to assist in plunging him into outer darkness 
^^ong the teiBth-gnashers ! 
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Abigel was a clever girl, a valiant paladin. LeopoLd 
would admire her as much as her old friends, aad 
would give sapient advice, such as might prove oi 
signal use. The Corsair was summoned into conclave 
without further delay, and, after cautiously considering 
the various points, gave it as his opinion that Char- 
lotte might assist the budding peer and poet. The 
chain being complete, common justice demanded that 
the Earl should have hie own, but he strongly depre- 
cated the attitude of his Princess, in that she displayed 
unchristian vengefulness with regard to the usurper. 
Volubly she objected that her misery at Warwick 
House had been partly due to his mischievoufi 
counsels, that by him her father's natural urbanity 
had been changed to gall; whereupon the school- 
master cried, " Doucement ! doucement ! " and pointed 
out that but for the troubles of Warwick House and 
the numberless scrimmages there, his beloved Char- 
lotte would have become Mrs. Somebody else, and 
never Madam Leopold. Upon this, as may be sup- 
posed, Charlotte fell into his arms and embraced hini 
tenderly, and emerged presently from out his waifit" 
coat with moistened eyes and a red nose. He did not 
comprehend English laws, explained the schoolmaster^ 
But Miss Eowe was so clear-headed and so resolutely 
• energetic, that she doubtless knew what ought to ^ 
done. She did — that is, she had inquired, Abigel re- 
sponded, blushing ; but there was some one somewhere 
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the shrabbery who had been to make inquiries, 
L, turning out pretematnrally sharp, had written it 

down. Charlotte looked at her demure friend, 
ose eyes were innocently directed to the carpet, and 
ghed so loud that the schoolmaster was forced 

say " Doucement." " Eeally she is impayable,** 
(lared Charlotte, with an apologetic giggle. " Do, 
irest Leopold, run out and fetch him. 'Tis le beau 
sin. I might have known he was here. You'll 
>w him by his fists and shoulders." By-and-by the 
iice returned with Mr. Smalley, who looked pink 
i confused ; but recovering himseK, produced a piece 
paper, which he had had from Mr. Shepherd, the 
komey-General. It was as simple as A B C, that 
itleman had declared, if the chain was solid. Dig- 
ies may not be lost through the negligence of any 
the persons entitled thereto in not claiming them 
Uiin a special time. If the case was pronounced 
lar by the Attorney-General and an emissary from 
i Herald's College, the Eegent would be requested to 
He a writ of summons, and the new peer could take 
» seat at once ; but if there were rival claimants, it 
ght prove less simple, and be referred to a com- 
ttee of the House of Lords, who might chatter 
eolously over it for weeks, and even months. 
A.bigel smiled contemptuously. Her case was as 
ar as daylight, and there could not possibly be 
ler claimants ; for was it not satisfactorily proven 
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that Boger was, if not the only, the eldest son of the 
fugitive, and that Hans was his only son? Sie 
wished to make the pedigree correct and shipshape, 
and therefore she intended to take note of Miles ani 
Dorcas, the other children of James Christopher, bfi 
'twas hard they should be out in the cold, eveti 
though dead. The documents were safe, labelled 
methodically ; and the precious monument was in ^ 
box at Stratton, ready to move to town with all tb^ 
cloud of witnesses. The case was complete — ^withoixt 
a flaw. 

'* I would not complicate the matter with unneceB* 
sary witnesses,'* objected the pragmatical Corsaii^ 5 
to which the maiden responded that peerage caa^^ 
differ from others, in that hearsay evidence is &^' 
mitted, and even courted, for 'twould be impossible "i^ 
establish descents according to the strict rules wherel>y 
contracts are established and property regulate^* 
The evidence of any living witness of what pasa^^ 
within the short time of his own memory would oft^^ 
be insufficient, and there is no other way of knowiJC^I 
the evidence of deceased persons than by the relati^^^ 
of others, of what they may have been heard to s 
So saith the law, as expounded by the ingenious 
Cruise. Hence, in order to crush and relegate 
lord Osmington to his place among the teeb^ 
gnashers. Miss Bowe had marshalled a phalanx ^ 
hags and aged men who each had anecdotes to rel 
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^hich would fit into the roll of history, and she was 
ready to produce the cohort at fitting time and season. 
The simplicity of the whole thing was delightful ; 
and Charlotte, as she clapped her hands, vowed that 
she would journey to Battle Magna to see the new 
earl make his triumphant entry. Why, if Abigel was 
quick about it, the matter might be settled before 
winter. Charlotte would have a new gown for the 
occasion — ^pale blue and silver. Yes, that would be 
the most becoming. Perhaps it had better be ordered 
at once; which ravishing proposition was met by 
another *' Doucement,'' and a cold-blooded suggestion 
&at chickens ought not to be counted before they are 
latched. Charlotte bowed her fair head and blushed, 
^T she knew something that was not yet announced 
to a delighted nation, and admitted that the school- 
n^aiSter was right as usual. But before allowing the 
ooxisius to depart, she exacted a promise that they 
▼ould keep her au courant of all that passed, and that 
ftiey would inform Leoline that a warm welcome 
awaited him at Claremont. 
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CHAPTER VIII. 

CHECK. 

The warning of the sage of Glaremont anent cliickenfl 
was wise, for it was soon evident that the charming 
costume of blue and silver would not be required for 
some months to come. When the insolence of certaiii 
snakes which he had warmed in his bosom became 
completely known to my lord Osmington, he flew in 
a fury, which ended in abject tears. It was just lik© 
the baseness of the world to take advantage of a poor 
nobleman's enfeebled health, to undermine the com^ 
fort of his latter days. He had treated this vermitJ- 
with kindness, and, lo, the ill-conditioned scum bit ii0 
generous hand. That Pentecost should have dis^ 
was some consolation, but she might have had th^ 
grace to do so several years earlier, whereby th^ 
machinations of the scum would have been nipped if- 
the bud. It was horrid to know that they wer^ 
poking their noses about where they had no business ^ 
although my lord was pretty sure that their researched 
would prove fruitless. My lord, as we know, ha^ 
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n assured ever so many times by Pentecost that 
I and his father had made things comfortable ; it 
3 not unamusing, therefore, to a mischievous nature, 
illow the girl to ferret among the chairs and tables, 
ivinced that she would reap nothing but cobwebs 
her labour. My lord troubled himself little with 
at she might be doing, but he was seriously 
loyed by the conduct of Madam Smalley's grand- 
I. That insolent bruiser had dared to trounce 
[eb Eann after he, the President of the Pugilistic 
lb, had formally announced that he was incapable 
ioing so. He had, moreover, returned afterwards 
Torkshire, from whence my lord had lured him by 
enious means. As he drove back to town from 
igston on the afternoon of the eventful day, my 
i breathed fire and sulphur, and gave vent to 
h strings of curses as even to surprise his groom. 
3re was nothing that he would not do to ruin those 
) men. Cyrus should be pressed and sent aboard 
p away to the Spanish Main. He had threatened 
see to it long ago. Caleb should be hunted down, 
evented from making professional engagements — 
erly undone. They both should rue the day when 
>y presumed to flout their master. But as the hours 
ned, my lord's resentment cooled. He had to put 
^th many a jest anent his losses and prophecies, 
' listen to the praises of Cyrus sung in duet by his 
oe of Beaufort and Lord Worcester. 
>x. m. hi 
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" Hang it ! " his Grace cried, as he showed his 
person in White's window, "the fellow is cutting 
own throat ; with such skill, such rapid inxproyemeni, 
he might do anything. What does he mean by re- 
tiring at his age, when I offered to be his friend ? " 

" We'll keep our eye on him, at all events," chimei 
in Lord Worcester ; " for no doubt he'll change hi* 
mind." 

Lord Sefton cried " Hear, hear ! " 

And so Lord Osmington, in a calmer moment, 
judged that, watched by such powerful protectors, i* 
would be imprudent to attempt the pressing. But aB 

his venom must ooze out somewhere, lest repressioii 

1 

should cause him to explode, my lord looked round hT \ 

I 

a scapegoat whereon to wreak his spite, and pitched \ 
upon the unhappy Caleb. He never heard of tli© 
interview after the battle, and the precious piece ot 
intelligence communicated by Bann to Cyrus, or hi^ 
vengeance would have been more unrelenting evei^ 
than it was. He only knew that Caleb had to" 
appointed his hopes, and behaved like a dolt and 90- 
idiot, and caused my lord himself to appear in 9!^ 
unenviable light. He accordingly sent for Mendoa** 
and bade him, on pain of his eternal displeasure aaO- 
enmity, to drop Eann, a proceeding to which ^^ 
Jewish hero was nothing loth, since his candidate f^^ 
fistic honours, disappointing and unruly at all tim©^» 
had proved a grievous failure, and covered his friei^^ 
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^th opprobrium. So the miserable Eami when he 
Toae up from his bed^— recovered from wounds and 
feruises — ^found himself utterly forlorn, and having, by 
8a»son of his ruffianly and rowdy manners, made few 
[Lies, knew not which way to turn. He hung about 
t^ Fives-courts and got the cold shoulder there, 
>i:tght at Limmer's for ancient topers who had been, in 
Lore halcyon days, only too glad to imbibe prime port 
b liis expense, but who avoided so unpopular a cha- 
acter when he had no money in his purse. He grew 
eaagry and desperate, and was haled before the beak 
at Bow Street by robin redbreasts for misdemeanours 
«nd street-brawling, and drifted soon within the pur- 
lieus of the Fleet, dirty and out at elbows. Cyrus, 
he knew, was gone to the far North, out of reach, or 
he would have turned to him in his trouble. He 
scrawled a line to Mr. Cribb, begging for his address ; 
hut the latter disapproved of the Pink, and declined 
*ke required information. He even humbled himself 
Wore his patron, entreating mercy and assistance; 
tut my lord curtly reminded the petitioner that he 
owed him thirty pounds, and ought to be ashamed of 
^ impudence. So the once splendid Pink of Bow 
^pped into the poorer side of the debtors* prison, 
^^ seemed like to lie shivering there for life. 

My lord was justified in complaining of enfeebled 
*^©alth. K the gay youth of his Eoyal Master had 
"^^ighted his middle age with gout and other disagree- 
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ables; the increasing years of my. lord Osmington 
were fraught with a multitude of drawbacks. Until 
revived with cordials and cunning recipes, he lay lito 
a corpse of a morning, under the hands of valet and 
barber. His memory grew weak and fitful ; his pre- 
maturely wrinkled brow throbbed with constant head* 
ache ; his hands fluttered so that he had much adc 
to raise a glass to his lips. Under these circum^ — - 
stances his temper did not improve, and the temporary" 
denizens of the Ark vowed that to live with such 
bear necessitated a flow of presents. He grev si 
broken and despondent that, one of the houriff- 
plunging into his chamber, thought that he wa 
dying; whereupon she commenced to remove his beE^ 
Dresden china, and to lay hands on his rings an- 
snuff-boxes. This acted as a pleasant astringent t 
the invalid, for my lord was a thorough cynic. Froi 
under his laced nightcap he gazed with a wicked 
and suddenly rising like a ghost and tugging at th^ ' 
bell, ordered the hussy to be seized and dragged befor^ 
the magistrate. Little contretemjys of this descriptic 
were exhilarating to one of his style of humour ; ta- — * 

a cabal for his utter ruin was quite another affauT^^* 

• 

Like Eichard before Bosworth, he groaned and kicked:, "' 
but goaded by the gravity of the situation, he donne^^ 
his helmet and breast-plate. What had the wretches^ "" 
found? — ^what had they discovered? Had Madam ^ 
Smalley made confession on her deathbed ? It was ^ 
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all important to know that. By his instructions , Mr. 
Secretary wrote to the Yorkshire agent for details on 
Ihe subject* Did the lamented housekeeper send for 
he parson ? and did her attentive niece close her old 
yes? Were the tenants still making donkeys of 
n-cmselves ? What was happening at Battle Magna ? 
'lae agent's reply was consoling. The West Biding 
ira^ged on its monotonous existence, each township 
vUIer than its neighbour. Madam Smalley was 
a-lien with a &t, was speechless when the doctor 
ame, and dead before the arrival of her relatives, 
^ho chanced at the time to be away. This was vastly 
'Omforting. Clearly Pentecost had carried her secret 
o the grave. The aggressive attitude on the part of 
'^ouixg Jarvis and his adherents must be mere bravado, 
^ induce my lord, if possible, to uncover the chinks in 
^^8 armour. They really knew nothing, but pretended 
hat they did, in hopes of making him commit him- 
^lf« It was fortunate that, though perhaps unduly 
^eless on the whole, my lord had taken certain 
^^^cautions in case of these silly people continuing 
*^ pry. Since they threw down the gauntlet, he would 
^fee it up, and plunge them into a labyrinth of 
Acuities. 

^hen Leo and his allies called, after a brief delay, 
^ the Attorney-General at his chambers in Sergeant's 
^, and begged him to name an early day for the 
taxing of their case, they were filled with constema- 



150 ABIGEL BOWE. 

tion. Sir Samuel Shepherd announced^ as he mended 
a pen, that complications had arisen. The new 
papers having stated that the Earldom of Norih' 
allerton (supposed to be extinct) was about to l)0 
claimed under romantic circumstances^ other clauoa-* 
ants had suddenly come forward, who had entered ^ 
caveat through their solicitor, praying that tinCB-* 
might be allowed them to substantiate their claim. 

" Other claimants ! " cried Abigel, pale and bewil 
dered. " What possible other claimants ? Sure ner^ 
was a case so simple or so clear ! If Mr. Attorney 
General would only cast his experienced eye " 

" Quite so, quite so ! " replied Sir Samuel, wavir^- 
his pen. The lady need not look so shocked. 3 
was a curious fact, that in most peerage cases iit^ 
advent of one claimant gave rise to a crop of otheir^ 
It seemed as if every one who chanced to bear t 
same name was all at once convinced thfit he 
only to come forward to be received with acclamatio:^ 
whereas, in nine cases out of ten, his pretensio^^ 
turned out the merest soap-bubble, which vanished ^ 
a breath. 

"But what possible claimants?" persisted ML^ 
Eowe. " Did any one pretend to be Eoger or Hans 5^ 
It was true, that she could not produce the certifica "^ 
of death of either of those parties, though one of 
witnesses could swear she had laid out Eoger, 
could point to his last resting-place. As to Hans, 
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"^ould be difficulty impossible, indeed; for he had 
fidlen at Vinegar Hill in '98, and in that debacle many 
iad been put down as missing whose bodies had not 
been identified. " Leo ! " she cried, with the decision 
of a commander-in-chief; ^^you must seek among 
ik& records of your father's regiment. Pray Heaven, 
b& ^as inscribed as dead ! " 

Sir Samuel was mightily amused by the little 
gdxi^eral and her domineering ways, and the meek 
BiifbmissiYeness wherewith her aides-de-camp obeyed 
orders. Leo and Gy took up their hats, and prepared 
to Tun oflf instanter, but were checked in mid-career 
by another wave of the pen. 

** There was no reason," declared Sir Samuel, 

" '^vhy the pretensions of the others should be kept 

seoiet." The person who prayed that he might be 

<«iled forthwith to the Upper House was a tailor in 

Houndsditch, whose brother was a fishmonger. They 

A^olared themselves the legitimate grandchildren of 

^ftJiies Jarvis, who, in consequence of trouble con- 

^©cted with a duel, enlisted in a marching regiment, 

fonglit against the Scotch at Derby in 1745, and, 

^Scaping with his life (contrary to what had been 

^^Ported), retired to obscurity in London, where he 

*^^^*rried, and in due course died. The prayer further 

*^^ited that the said James Jarvis was buried in a 

^^^ain city churchyard, a fact attested by a tomb- 

^tone, which all who ran might read. 
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This was terrible. Archibald, last lord, had certainly 1'^ 
given out (as it was conjectured to stay pursuit) that 1^^' 
his brother had died at Derby, but, when he could no ** 
longer be tried for murder, recanting after his demiBC, 
had spoken the truth and put up the monument v^' 
Stratton church. He had contradicted himself ; hvkX 
the motive was apparent. Which of his stateraent* 
was the correct one ? Did the fugitive, after the dueX 
fly to Ireland ? or did he fight at Derby ? or did lx« 
do neither? The tailor promised to show that LJ.e 
fought at Derby; that brother Archibald, deemirxg 
him a disgrace to the family, was glad to suppo^^ 
him dead; but that, his lack of interest seenmcxg 
heartless, he had put up a monument to clear b.3S 
character. 

Perceiving Miss Eowe's perturbation, the Attome^^' 
General hinted gently that she need not be davrM^' 
hearted yet. The claimants would have to show th ^* 
their James Jarvis was the real Simon Pure. The:^^ 
might be a dozen James Jarvis's, and only one Jam^^ 
Christopher; and unless it were clearly proven th^* 
Archibald had put up his tablet malice prepens^' 
the probabilities were in favour of the inscription (^^ 
the Stratton stone being the correct one. 

"Oh, Cy!'' Abigel wailed; "if we only had th^* 
letter which you surrendered to my lord ! " Wher^^' 
upon Mr. Smalley looked depressed and sheepisl^- ' 
for these people, even though they ultimately fail^ 
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"to make good their claim, might give rise to a peck 
of worries and disastrous delays by manufacturing 
ibe bogey of another fugitive. 
'*I shall give them a month/* declared Mr. 
ifctomey-General, **and then ,we*ll see about it. If 
ilieir tale is as plausible as yours, the question must 
be xeferred to a Committee of Privileges." 
• With this the trio, just now so jubilant, were forced 
to be content; and Leo went down to pay his 
r©sj)ects to the Princess by no means in gladsome 
HLood. A Committee of Privileges ! That might 
mean endless annoyance and tantalization ; and Char- 
lotte, as she looked at his rueful visage, felt sorry for 
hear friend Abigel, and deferred what she had promised 
heirself to say to the would-be noble Earl. 

In the midst of those hopes and fears. Lord 

Osinington regained his spirits. Like a superannuated 

va*horse, he swished his decrepit tail at the sound 

^^ the clarion. It was as though the weariness of 

^otil \^hich he was inflicting on others was fresh life 

Wood to him. He rode in the park clad in a 

Prodigious surtout, which would have caused poor 

'^^^Uixunel to shriek aloud, if that desolate wreck had 

^^^ been engrossed by this time by his own troubles 

^ his Calais garret ; and when asked where he had 

P^^ked up so terrifying a garment, replied jocundly 

^^t it was built by a Houndsditch fellow who aspired 

^ the peerage. "Dash, dash!*' he roared; "the 
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creature is worth cultivating, if only for his astound 
ing impudence. Think of an Earl melding the goo8< 
and stitching cross-legged on a counter. What a gaz 
ment? Indeed 'twas villainously cut, but interesting a 
a curiosity." And by twisting the affair into a ridici 
lous shape, the rival claimants became a standis 
joke, and blueblooded dandies asked one another wb 
they should do when the coalheaver took the oath 
"Was it a coalheaver, or a scavenger?" inqmr< 
a languid beau. " Gad ! But he'll have his mansi( 
in Grosvenor Square, with glasses of blue ruin on tl 
table, and Suke will bid us to her routs." Like tl 
wrestler who, when he touched Mother Earth, arc 
refreshed, so did the enfeebled Vere grow stroi 
under his growing perplexities. His rattle was qui 
amusing, and the Grand Signor declared to 1: 
monitress that the old regime was twice as racy 
the new one. When he came and gasped like a fii 
out of water in his Boyal Master's favourite cha 
and sat for hours without speaking, Yere was, ] 
doubt, a nuisance; but when he arrived in t 
extraordinary clothes manufactured by the Earl 
petto, and begged the Grand Signor to patronize t 
snip who could trace back to the Plantagenets, I 
Boyal Highness laughed ; and a laugh, when you a 
painfully aware that you are getting old and ha 
pangs in your big toe, is a precious thing not to 
neglected. 
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*' It is curious," he ''remaxked one day, " that 
yon should have disliked that young fellow from 
the first. Of course I don't like him, for reasons 
which you can guess. You wanted him banished to 
the Indies, I remember, only my brother York would 
not give you a commission for him. Was it instinct, 
or second sight ? " 

"Perhaps I knew him to be the real man, and 
wanted him out of the way?" gibed my lord; at 
which the Eegent frowned, for to suggest that one of 
his own chosen friends could be capable of such 
baseness was to make refections on himself; and 
Yague suspicions which he had once entertained 
had begun to crop up again. His Eoyal Highness 
concluded, after deUberation, that Lord Osmington, 
if whimsical and racy by fits and starts, was very 
bad form, and agreed that his monitress was right 
in advising that he should be cut. 

Among other festive and amusing pranks, my lord, 
much as he objected to lawyers, bearded Sir Samuel 
Shepherd in his den, and facetiously asked him what 
he would take to quash the impending investigation* 
''Lawyers," he explained, "have such proverbially 
short memories, that they cannot remember anything 
without refreshers. If fees, constantly renewed, 
produce such amazing effects on memory, why should 
not the dose, judiciously applied, be productive of the 
opposite results? Legal minds being constituted 
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differently from those of other men, it might be for 
the good of science to try the experiment. Nobody 
but a lawyer would dream of accepting a refresher. 
Others would be ashamed to be paid twice over for 
one job. What did Sir Samuel think ? " Sir Samnd 
failed to perceive the point of his lordship's joke, bnt 
had no doubt it was monstrous droll. He, Sir 
Samuel, could tolerate a jest, even if it were a poor 
one; but it was well that those whom it concerned 
should know that he would do his duty, and was 
above bribes ; whereat my lord showed naive surprise, 
protesting that he meant nothing. Before he took 
his leave, however, he scrutinized the maps upon the 
walls, and hummed snatches of gay airs, and sucked 
the crutch of his walking stick, and hung about as if 
there was something within which declined to rise to 
the surface. At last, just as he stood on the threshold, 
he turned half round and said over his shoulder, 
'*' You've got to do with swindlers. Sir Samuel, though 
I say it. I know 'em of old ; for they owe all to me, 
xind were thankless. As an Englishman, and en- 
trenched within my rights, I ask for a fair field and no 
favour for myself. Only beware of swindlers, that's 
sR. I'll bet you now — but I suppose you don't bet- 
that half their documents and things are forgeries, 
and clumsy forgeries, too. Will you promise me this, 
And it ain't much — dash, dash, if it is — ^to let me know 
Sit once if you find they have forged their papers ? " 
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That was fair ; and the Attorney-General promised, 

proceeding further to explain that in cases like the 

pi'esent a minute and jealous look-out was kept for 

ibe detection of forgeries. Not a paper-certificate 

aad so forth but was placed under the microscope 

tod scrupulously examined before it was passed as 

g^xiuine. At this my lord seemed satisfied, and, 

ioLxnming, strode away. 

Sir Samuel sat pondering in his armchair, and 

Dil>T)led the end of his pen to quicken the action of 

hi^ mind. It was a queer business altogether. 

)re was this lord whom people wanted to oust. 

was a singular specimen of aristocratic breeding, 

^-'tli his aspen hands and sunken cheeks, glazed 

®y^8 and bitter reckless tongue. Was it in jest or 

e^omest that he spoke of quashing the affair ? 

Psliaw. Even a dare-devil such as he would think 

tti^rice before so insulting the Attorney-General. The 

t^dJor and the fishmonger from Houndsditch, what of 

tlix^in? They might be the true heirs, but dignities 

^oidd sit oddly on such common vulgar wretches. 

^^^liat other fellow now, with his clear-cut features 

^*id blue eyes — ^the ermine would become him well. 

'^e enthusiastic young woman, too, was interesting. 

-'^as a pleasure to watch her face like a landscape 

flecked by clouds — now darkening now bursting into 

®^^8hine. Staid lawyer though he was. Sir Samuel 

^^^ght himself hoping that the young man might 
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mn the day, if only for the satisfaction of mtnessmg 
the delight that would glow on that maiden's fiee. 
And then he laughed softly to think that at his age, 
buried to the eyes in mildewed lore, he should lN 
so romantic. Where was the batch of documenfc 
which had been consigned to his care by Mr. Leolic 
JarviSy and the pedigree ? What did Lord Osmingtc 
imply by his warning ? Swindlers ! Surely no'i 
and yet his lordship distinctly stated that he kne 
them to be dishonest. He would just take a glan. 
at the budget, and see what the papers were. IT: 
locking a safe, the Attorney-General drew forth tl 
packet which Leoline had left, and opened it. 
rubbing from a stone, some letters and certificate 
the latter pencilled on the margin to the effect th 
witnesses would be forthcoming to prove from when 
they came. A diary — ^that was of no use. A lett 
from James Jarvis, enumerating his children aJ 
stating that he had settled in England. That mig 
be important. But how was this ? The paper WJ 

right enough, but the writing on it Sir Samu 

looked serious, and adjusted his loupe. This was 
fictitious letter, written by a modem hand on a pie 
of ancient paper. No doubt of it. Something crook 
was going on. Nothing could be clearer to an 6 
perienced eye than that this document was a forges 
The very first he had examined! If one, why X3 
others? Ah me, how we may be deceived by m 
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parently ingenuous enthusiasm ! It is a serious matter 
-when claimants attempt to strengthen their position 
by means of fictitious authorities. Possibly Lord 
Osmington really did know the class of people with 
whom he had to deal and suspected their tactics. 
Sir Samuel had promised to inform him if he came 
upon anything suspicious. He had not been long 
about it, for a first cursory glance at the documents 
had been sufficient to convince his experience that 
all was not above board. A promise is a promise, 
and must needs be fulfilled. With a tinge of in- 
dignation in that these young parties should have 
so impudently attempted to hoodwink him with 
patent falsehoods. Sir Samuel penned a note, stating 
what had come under his notice, and despatched it 
to Osmington House. 

Who so jubilant as Vere, when he received the 
precious missive ? He went about, showing it to all 
his friends, and craving their advice as to how he 
ought to treat the abominable impostors. The 
Attorney-General, miracle of uprightness and acumen, 
had cast his eagle eye upon their flimsy efforts and 
detected a flaw at a glance. This written opinion 
was enough to go upon. Should he take the bull 
by the horns ? One set of sham candidates, his 
friends would be pleased to observe, might be crushed 
at a blow; the others, if given time, would surely 
betray their weakness. It was a conspiracy. Unless 
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something was done, the subject would be referred 
to a Committee of Privileges in the House of Lords, 
and that would mean expense and trouble in answer- 
ing foolish charges. Would not his friends advise 
him to pursue and crush the forger ? Detected at the 
outset, he would confess and cry peccavi. Prompt 
measures — swift vengeance — ^might frighten the other 
parties, and then there would be an end of the 
matter. If a young gentleman who had been privi- 
leged to enter the household of a Princess of Wale& 
was snapped up at once and consigned to dtirance 
vile, surely a Houndsditch tailor would pause and 
think twice before unfolding his empty claim ? The 
Princess Charlotte had been deluded enough to give 
her countenance to the peccant youth who had been 
her mother's page. That was sad, and it was a 
matter of wonder that the wise Prince, her husband, 
had allowed her to be so rash. All things considered, 
he would drive to Brighton, lay the matter before 
his Eoyal Master, and be guided by his opinion. 
That was a crafty stroke of Vere's, who guessed that 
the Eegent was a little suspicious of his conduct; 
for the Eegent's jealousy of his daughter's inde- 
pendent ways was only smouldering, and the fact 
that she should openly countenance a follower oiF 
the Dreadful Woman's looked as if she were preparing 
to take up her absent mother's cudgels. When my 
lord Osmington told his tale and artfully laying 
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^ees on Charlotte's interest meekly craved advice, 
bi& Royal Highness was furious. Could not the 
ffiixix be content with her mawkish happiness ? Was 
th^ delicious calm which reigned in the Pavilion to 
I>^ l)roken by her meddling ? It was most improper 
of Si Eoyal Princess to espouse the cause of an ad- 
v^Xiturer, the more so when she knew how the act 
^c>xdd vex papa. He sent an angry message to his 
d^xaghter, and another to her schoolmaster, and 
^"vised my lord Osmington that if the fellow had 
fox'ged papers he would certainly prosecute him. 

TIhe moment chosen by Vere to show himself upon 
tt^^ Steine was a fortunate one, if he desired to find 
hiia master in ill-humour. His Eoyal Highness had 
D^c>ti recovered from a shock which he had received 
ft ^hort while previously, and which had hit him very 
l^a^d. My lady Hertford, in her character of Main- 
toxion, had from time to time been eloquent on the 
Bxi.l)ject of his early male attachments, exhorting him 
to affect an entourage suited to his years. George 
^^QiS sadly conscious that it is the destiny of some 
S^eat ones to fall into a bad groove, and be sur- 
rounded by persons ,whom the better class refuse to 
^^o\^. It has often occurred that highly cultivated 
^^U have shunned a Court, not from dislike of one 
*^8Tist personage, but by reason of the boon com- 
^^^lons on which it has pleased him to shine. 
^^xed by the Hertfords, his Eoyal Highness en- 

'^OL. 111. b^ 
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deavoured to gather round him the noblest who weie 
available in the circle of art and letters. To gratify 
Sir Walter Scott he got up little dinners, and the great 
novelist vowed that a pleasanter host he had never 
met — one who was so courteous and so genial, so wdl 
able to hold his own in quip and crank and repartee. 
Of pictorial and plastic art, there were just then few 
worthy professors. The horrible daubs of a Fuseli or 
a Hamilton, the feeble inanities of a West, thrill witb 
terror a more cultured generation ; but such masten 
as existed were patronized by the Prince of Wales; 
and the public saw with pleasure that the latter days 
of Carlton House were more decorous than the first. 

This was well. But George clung to his youth, 
and could not divest himself of a lurking fondness for 
those who reminded him of boyhood. Which of tui 
but loves to recall the scapegrace times, when'we 
were merry and light-hearted, heedless of conse- 
quences, with no thoughts of digestion or of a hver— 
when atra cura was not constantly sitting on ovx 
shoulders, whispering that all is vanity, and that this 
life, if a farce to some, is to a large majority ex- 
tremely disagreeable ? We took pinchbeck for gS 
then, without asking questions about the why and the 
wherefore ; never troubling ourselves to inquire why 
some, who are no worse than their neighbours, are so 
consistently out of luck ; why the deserving perish of 
starvation, while the unscrupulous loll in chariots* 
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e were desperately recldess in those young days — 
ked our lives for a five shilling bet, grieved our 
bmmas and papas with nonchalance, and were dis- 
icefully jolly and happy. Tom, our pet comrade, 
s an awful rake — did things at the remembrance 
which in the decorum of a later time we blush; 
t we love to summon visions of Tom, and look 
iderly on his escapades for all that ; for with him 
the jocund past we spent hours of such unalloyed 
lity as are denied to our square-toed present. 
So it was with the Prince of Wales. When my 
ly Hertford droned about the proprieties he ac- 
iesced, but his mind wandered to Pox and the 
?hts of gambling; and when she adjured him to 
ink less cura9oa, he dreamed of Sheridan and his 
rtiality for brandy. Poor Brinsley was often in his 
tster's thoughts ; and since that day at the Fives- 
arts, when, with reeking breath, filthy linen, and 
K)dshot eyes, he had plucked the royal sleeve and 
Jged a few pounds, it had become the duty of 
sretary Macmahon to see him from time to time, 
ere was little, however, that could be done for 
Insley now. 

Since then, when George supposed himself at lowest 
>, Sheridan had sunk even deeper still. 'Twas a 
y he had refused the generous offer of a seat in 
rUament. Too old to adapt himself to neglect and 
itude ; tormented by constant clamour from which 
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there was no escape ; pursued by the unrelaxing se- 
verity of the harpies of the law ; the great dramatist 
and orator broke down. His mind began to wander. 
In every approaching man he saw a bailiff— there 
were enough about without conjuring visions; in 
every scrap of paper a writ. The nightmare of his 
existence became so dreadful, that death, howeyear 
lingering and fraught with pain, would be welcomed 
as release. On week-days he lurked with shutters 
closed within his darkened house in Saville Bow, 
creeping out o* Sundays to sit in a bar-parlour; 
rolling thence to lie in the kennel till devoted servants 
fetched and carried him home to bed. Living almost 
entirely on strong waters, the complication of to 
numerous disorders multiplied rapidly, and he lost 
the power of movement. Miseries thickened; nor 
could the last corner where he laid him down to die 
afford a safe asylum from the baying pack of hounds. 
Writs and executions poured in, and bailiflfs at last 
gained access to his bed-chamber. One was for 
dragging him away at once, as he was, in his blankets, 
to a spunging-house ; and he would have been bundled 
off but for the energetic interference of a Doctor Bait^ 
who warned the too-zealous myrmidon that if ti^^ 
master spirit abandoned its outraged tenement on t^c 
road, the said officer would be charged with murd^^ 
At this juncture, news of Sherry's plight reached *^ 
of the old friends who, though they had not seen * 
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face for a year or so, yet remembered that he lived. 
Lord Holland and Mr. Eogers instantly took steps to 
free him from immediate embarrassment. They sent 
to tell the Prince of Wales, who replied, through Mr. 
Secretary, that two hundred pounds was at their 
service, but that his old friend's difficulties were 
omnivorous. And here the second wife stepped in, a 
Miss Ogle, with whom Brinsley never could get on. 
In sooth she must have had her share to endure, for 
he was for ever prating of " his first," who held his 
heart to the end, just as his old love held George's. 
But the second, nee Ogle, returned the two hundred 
pounds, stating that ** there was a sufficiency of 
means to provide all that was necessary for her 
husband's comfort." 

Richard Brinsley Sheridan was beyond human 

succour. A dose of prussic acid, costing sixpence, 

would have been more welcome than pros and cons 

and squabbles with the second, nee Ogle. The genius 

whom the unavailing tribute might have reHeved was 

losing consciousness of aU but pain. Under what 

unexpected shapes may Christ's Mercy lurk ! Would 

yon ask help from a tax-collector, crave leniency from 

a bailiflf ? No ; and yet the miracle was worked. 

Tom Hurst, of Cursitor Street — ^let us immortalize his 

name — in all the devil's-dance showed pity. In- 

^^ed, he knew Sherry well. He had tapped the 

S^^us on the shoulder times enough to wear a hole 
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in his coat. But the rough fellow had a heart, and ^^ 
saw his way to playing the Samaritan, and at the ^ 
same time doing his duty. For old acquaintance' 

sake, to give the stag at bay a chance of dying iB I ^ 

■A] 

peace, though the hounds roared around in chorus? ■ 
Tom Hurst took possession of the moribund. Pirsk 
in the field, the body was his. So long as he held i% 
no other execution could take effect; so he establisliei 
himself at the bedhead of the man who used to fle^^ 
but who now clove to him. 

Think of that house in Saville Row which hai 
beheld such gatherings, such galaxies of intellectiasl 
glitter, overrun now by bailiffs, one nook alan® 
respected through the sturdy protection of a mercif til 
sheriff's ofi&cer ! I vow it makes me shudder. A sal® 
with carpets out of window, a dispersion of penate^ 
while hearts are breaking, is nothing to it 1 Flippantly 
I spoke early in these volumes of broken hearts, deny* 
ing with a cynicism worthy of Lord Osmington tb** 
hearts could break. Fool ! fool ! A moment comes i^ 
the lives of — let us hope — a minority, when they lcK>* 
upon their years and wish they could double them, 
am forty, say, and people insult me with my mid^^* 
age. Forty ? would I were eighty, for by the est^* *^' 

lished rule I should then have been dead ten year^ 

have progressed onward on my chequered career "fc^' 
wards perfection, another painful step. If this st-'^'"' 



of feeling — more common than could be wished- — ^^ 
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>t akin to the one which we associate with a broken 

art But hush ! Sherry lies dying. 

Sheridan, roused by an altercation outside the door, 

roke. A smile spread over his face, which shone 

th the aureate glimmer from another world. 

" You — Tom Hurst — ^you ! " he said faintly. " Some 

ink, please — quick ! You ! Doing here what ? Glad 

s you, for you know me well — very well, and can 

list me to go quietly — so quietly ! " 

" Can't get you any drink, sir," replied Tom Hurst, 

for if I left my post, others might Sir, your 

Lfe has called. What shall I say ? " 
" Wife ? No wife — dead — died so long ago, so long 
50; but we Bhall soon meet now," whispered the 
Ting man. 

** Allays thinking of his first ! " muttered the kind 
istodian. " The Bishop o' Lunnon's come, sir, to 
^ad prayers. You'd like that ? " 
But Sheridan was tossing on his mattress with 
ittering eyes and thoughts away from the sordid 
esent. 

'* It bums, and so do I ! " he murmured, twisting 
'erishly. " It bums, and all I have goes with it ! 
^ere goes Apollo ! What fireworks ! They'll travesty 
ci at VauxhaU ! Take me, Hurst, for I sha'n't be 
le to pay — ruined now utterly. Call a coach ! Not 
> seedy a one, for I'll go — ^ready to go with you, 
>xn, so quietly." 
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''Poor soul ! " blubbered the sheriffs officer, fairl5 
overcome. " You're goin', sure enough, but not where 
I can go with you — just at present. Let the BishoT 
come in and do his palaver, for form's sake — }l[jc* 
Sheridan's wandering. As for you, you vultures, jo^ 
may hover as you like ! " he cried roughly to ttie 
crowd upon the landing. "I'm as strong as any of 
you; and till the poor fellow's soul's gone, I doix't 
budge— that's flat ! " 

And, true to his word, the kind-hearted fellow sat on 
in the sick chamber with arms crossed doggedly and 
chin sunk on breast, all through the night and toUovf- 
ing day, with shaggy-grizzled penthouse set into a* 
scowl, and lines about his mouth which showed tha't 
he was firm. Protected thus, the flitting soul battled 
with bruised wings against the wires — ^now fiercely 
fluttering — now sinking down at the cage-bottom b^^-' 
hausted, out of breath. In the middle of the secoO-^ 
night, just as the first chill of dawn was crawli^'^^S 
through a shutter-chink, the patient moved and m.' 
mured — 

*' No ; no more plays from me, Kemble. I'm dri 
up — done. A drop of brandy, for the Lord's sake ! 

And so, in the arms of his strange but fitting nujr^^ ^' 
he sank, protected from other sharks, and appro J>^^^' 
ately gave up the ghost. Even then he was not fgr^^^' 



People who had shunned the man hastened to o 

It 
homage to the genius when the sinner was clay. 
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decreed that he should lie in state, and be accorded 
ablic funeral in the historic abbey of Westminster. 
;he forenoon of the day fixed for the interment, a 
tleman dressed in sables entered the house, and 
ged with a show of grief for a last look at his 
arted friend. The earnestness of the stranger 
ened the hearts of the watchers. The lid of the 
in was removed, the still face revealed to view. 
) gentleman gazed for a few moments, and fumbling 
lis pocket produced a wand of office, with which he 
ched the forehead of the corpse, and declared to 

horror of lookers-on that it was arrested in the 
ig's name for a debt of iG500. The funeral group 

assembled below; among the pall-bearers were 
listers of State and Peers and Eoyal Dukes. What 

to be done ? Mr. Canning consulted with Lord 
3aouth, and to limit the unseemly scandal, they 
1 gave a cheque for £250, and the sad cortege, with 
gorgeous panoply, went upon its way. How cha- 
ieristic was the end of Brinsley Sheridan ! Splen- 
r and squalid misery marching cheek by jowl 
Ti to the last instant, when the slab closed over 
I. A great man, too simple to profit by his great- 
8, in whom genius was unaccompanied by judg- 
Qt. Byron said of him, that all he did was of the 
t. From his brain emanated the best comedy — 
e School for Scandal ; the best burlesque — The Critic ; 
' best address — The Monologue on Garrick; and the 
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best parliamentary oration — The Begum Speech. In 
society he shone superb until he grew maudlin drunk. 
He was so genial that he could soften even an attorney. 
In spite of endless lessons, he never lost his confidence 
in the goodness of men. Though his works showed a 
knowledge of human nature^ it was confined to his pen 
alone, for in all his acts he was the dupe of the design- 
ing knave. At the age of sixty-five he died, and the 
debts which had crushed him amounted, as it turned 
out, to no more than four thousand pounds in trivial 
sums. Like his comrade of younger days — ^the august 
Signor — he was a muddler. George, when he heaxA 
of his end, was more moved than he chose to shovi, 
and locked himself up in his apartments for a week 
refusing to be comforted. 
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CHAPTER IX. 

A FORLORN HOPE. 

BE strategic manoeuvres of Lord Osmington plunged 
le camp of the enemy into confusion. The soaring 
>et, who wished to rival Byron in his sunward 
ght, was brought to earth by an' unpleasant shot. 
ated one morning in a flowing dressing-gown, and 
'Xining out an ode over a dish of chocolate, he found 
ciself arrested, accused of having deposited for- 
ies with Mr. Attorney-General, of being at least 
^Sffory to the forging of sundry documents for his 
^ behoof and advantage, knowing them to be forged. 
9[e protested innocence, but forbore to say what he 
ght have said, namely, that the papers were 
Vected by somebody else, and that he knew little of 
^on. 

Ihink of the violent emotions of Abigel ! The 
-Mig of crisp curls ! Think of the anguish of 
xus over so harrowing a spectacle ! The eyes of the 
gilist, usually so calm, flashed fire. My lord, like a 
eked mole, was burrowing underground, but when 
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he displayed his nose above the surface it would be 
the worse for him. Cyrus could tell a tale or two 
about my lord, and would show him up as sure as 
eggs were eggs ; but at the same time he wished that 
Leo and his peerage were in heaven, a pair of trouble- 
some nuisances, for racking this tender bosom mth 
sorrow, wetting those sweet cheeks with saline rivulets. 
Leoline never spoke a word of reproach to Abigel, 
which served to increase her woe, though it was plain 
that he thought his hot impulsive little paladin might 
have been tempted in blind eagerness to manipulate 
or adorn a page. Whatever she had done was for bis 
sake, and loyalty bade him shield the rashness of tVx^ 
too sanguine maiden. It was some time before sl>® 
could get access to him in his prison, for the Cerber^^' 
muttered something about ** safe bind, safe find," aJ^' 
suggested that ladies who hung about such asyluc*^ 
as that over which he ruled might with advantage 'S^ 
invited in to beat a little hemp. She besieged tJ^ 
door of the Attorney-General, who fain would ha 
shut her out, the naughty forging hussy ; but she 1 
in wait, and clung to him, and her grief waa 
poignant and sincere that his heart was touched, 
he condescended to listen to her pleadings. The:^ 
was no shadow of doubt, he said, that one at least ^ 
the documents was a forgery, and having assur^^ 
himself of that, he did not trouble himself about tS^ 
rest. '* Which of the documents was it ? " the your::^ 
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lady inquired ; and being told, she remained speechless 
for a while. That letter forged ! How blind not to 
have suspected ; for that letter was the cause of un- 
easiness owing to discrepancies. Some enemy must 
have placed it in the lapis-lazuli cabinet as a snare. 
It was never referred to in the diary, which should 
have led to suspicion. Now she remembered that 
Lord Osmington, when he warned her last time at 
Battle Magna to mind her own business^ had used the 
apartment wherein the cabinet stood; and she re- 
called also her surprise at finding open that which she 
was certain some time previously was locked. What 
audacious crammers were these of hers ! Sir Samuel 
Shepherd shook her coldly off. Such explanations 
were bungling and stupid, and a young woman of 
decent education ought to be ashamed of herself for 
trying to conceal her own misdemeanours by accusing 
others. Was he to believe that Lord Osmington forged 
the letter and laid it in her way ? Disgraceful and 
unseemly — most uncalled-for suggestion. Sir Samuel 
must entreat the young woman not to force herself into 
his presence, or make a hubbub on his staircase. Be- 
pulsed, despairing, Miss Eowe opportunely bethought 
herself that, after all, that particular letter might 
be discarded without weakening the case. The only 
important thing it showed was that the family had 
removed from Ireland to England, a fact which would 
be suflBlciently established by showing that Roger 
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dwelt at Grows' Liberties. That he and the Soger of 
the monument were one was proven by the box em- 
blazoned with his arms, and by the seal which, 
through his father Hans, had come down to Leoline. 
It was quite immaterial to the case that Eoger should 
or should not have had a brother and sisters. Wonli 
Sir Samuel, then, put this hateful letter aside, and 
consider the remainder as though it did not exist? 
The Attorney-General was icily polite, and endeavoured 
to escape. To have found a forgery at all among tb^ 
submitted documents prejudiced the case immensely 
in his ey^s. He could not conceal that from itx-^ 
young lady. Perhaps it would be best to wait ac*.^ 
see what happened to the imprisoned candidate fc^i^ 
the coronet; meanwhile he had the honour to s^^J 
good afternoon, and beg the young lady clearly "fco 
understand that he could not allow her to make 1b- i^ 
life a burthen by pestering him with trumped-m^P 
fables. 

The Attorney- General, who began by being ]dm-^» 
had hardened into a flinty and frigid personage. E^^ 
sympathy or word of help was to be expected £r(^^ 
that quarter. 

Leoline listened to her story, and believed i^J 
but shook his head no less despondingly. "^tfy 
dear," he remarked, **it does not do for minno^^^ 
to fight with mammoths. My mammy's dying worr^^ 
were true and wise. * Before God you are the Ea>rJ; 
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fore man you'll never be ! ' Our foe is crafty and 
h, and has got us in a trap. How to get out of it, 
mow not; for though his ways are dissolute, his 
3ial weight as a fine gentleman will stand him in 
od stead with the great ones. We were ready to 
e the paper. Who forged it, and how it got into 
r possession there is nothing to show. Having me 
re, he will work me some injury for my presumption, 
eel a presentiment of that, for are we not friendless ; 
rthen pipkins, drifting on the stream ? We have 
ated so far, but soon we shall be broken." 
" We are not friendless," cried Miss Eowe, in in- 
flation at such pusillanimous submission. "The 
incess Charlotte will not desert us. I ought to have 
ne to her ere this." 

Hot and wrathful Miss Bowe engaged a hackney 
ich and rumbled down to Claremont. Was the 
Bt's resignation fine, or the reverse? She could 
t make up her mind as' to this, for if we cannot 
tw when others claw us, we are not fit to hold our 
noL on this sublunary sphere ; and valiant Miss Eowe 
bs herself one of the clawers. But that he should 
ke the direful results of a mistake upon himself 
.thout a murmur, rather than that she should even 
» scolded, was fine, distinctly sublime ; and the tears 
•sein the girl's eyes as, lying back in the coach, she 
^ntemplated the situation. No doubt the iron pot 
as crafty, and would smash the pipkins if he could. 
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What could he do ? There was no telling -what he 
might not do rather than be reduced to poverty— 
what diabolical stratagems he might employ. Bnt 
she would lift up her voice and cry out, that if any- 
body was to blame, it was herself; that Leoline kept 
his lips closed out of chivalry ; that if anybody was to 
be locked up, it was Miss Eowe, and not Mr. Jarvis. 
Would people believe her tale ? The stony politeness 
of Sir Samuel Shepherd spoke for itself. Others 
would behave as he had done — withdrawing his silken 
robe from contact with the young lady, who ought to 
be in Bridewell, and who, out of mistaken indulgence, 
was permitted to be at large. 

A change, she found to her unspeakable sorrow, 
had come over her friends at Claremont. Charlotte 
was ajQfectionate, but sad and subdued; Manfred 
frowned gloomily, as if about to expostulate with tk^ 
Alps in ever so many hundred lines of versed rhaf^ " 
sody. The angry missives of the Eegent had ha^^ 
the desired effect, for Charlotte had wept copiously -^ 
and Leopold had been indignant ; for was not hl^ 
darling in the most interesting of situations, and 
it not necessary, above all things, to save her froi 
agitation? Cautious ajid careful as he was, it 
never entered into the head of the Corsair that in- 
terest in a romantic case might be construed into 
declaration of war. No one objected to the Dreadfo-^ 
Woman more than Leopold, for wherever she wen 
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her baleful presence was sure to produce discord and 
annoyance, and though she was reserved on the sub- 
ject, Charlotte had suffered more than enough at the 
hands of her misguided mother. When mother and 
daughter parted for the last time at Worthing, just 
before the Princess of Wales turned her back on her 
adopted country, the latter was so undisguisedly in- 
different that poor Charlotte received a stab in her 
warm heart, and confessed reluctantly that it was 
well for all parties that the baleful presence should 
he removed. And to be harshly told now that she 
^a«nted to renew those distracting past scenes ! It was 
inland and unjust. Was there to be no end to the 
i^Bunderstandings between herself and her papa? 
^l^e would have been so f-f-fond of him, if he would 
^^ her, but he saw all her acts through d-d-darkened 
E^^ctacles ; and with that the Princess buried her face 
^ the Corsair's waistcoat, as her new and engaging 
i-^bit was, and sobbed as if her heart would break, 
^^der these circumstances the advent of Miss Eowe, 
^th her eyes red from crying, was not a cause for 
^^lalloyed delight. Leopold even muttered some- 
*l:iing about intrusion, and was for sending hackney 
^oach and occupant to the deuce. But Charlotte 
^^ould not have it so ; she was vehemently resolved, 
^Uid ladies in her situation must not be contradicted. 
She drew Abigel down on to the sofa by her side, and 
^and clasped in hand the two charmers mingled their 
Vol. jil ^^ 
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tearsy and felt vastly better after it. Charlotte wa.^ 
ready to believe anything to the detriment of my 
lord Osmington, and knew Leo too well to snspeG'fc 
him of mean arts ; but neither she nor Leopold wer^ 
prepared with practical advice. Was Abigel sure 
there were no other forgeries ? Oh yes ! she woul^ 
stake her soul on it. Doubtless she would have saL^ 
the same a week ago, smiled Leopold ; to which tbu^ 
maid replied more humbly than her wont, that tba-^ 
case was so very clear as to require no forgery ^^f 
evidence. If that were really and truly so, prag- 
matically declared the schoolmaster, the best iinr^g 
to do was to induce the Begent to instruct h.x0 
Attorney-General to proceed with the investigatioxi, 
putting aside the question of forgery till later. Wha** 
of the other claimants? Strangely enough the^ 
showed no hurry. Since the incarceration of thei^ 
rival they had taken no further steps, and the cas^ 
on their side, as well as the other, seemed like 'fc^ 
flicker out as an expiring candle doth. That certainl? 
was curious and unaccountable, and looked as if th&7 
were personally inimical to Leoline, more anxious *^ 
prevent him from inheritmg than to win the pri^«. 
themselves. Decidedly the best thing was to f^^ 
the Begent to interfere; but how was that to t^ 
achieved? He was prejudiced against Leoline C^^ 
account of the Princess of Wales, and in favour '^ 
Lord Osmington because he was his friend* It c< 
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■aly would be very difficult to induce him to move, 
'the Princess Charlotte would employ her influence, 
^gested Abigel, with renewed hope ! No, returned 
^ peremptory schoolmaster. No more crabbed mis- 
es and untoward agitations. The Princess Char- 
ts must hold aloof. Willing as he was to let her 
7e her way, he was her husband, and in this would 
obeyed. 

Miss Eowe was exceedingly downcast. How easily 
t pipkins broken by iron pots ! 'Twas hard to be 
atten hip and thigh on the very threshold of suc- 
iB, and look which way she would she could detect 
^ay out of the maze. The starting of the claim had 
^n managed without trouble, save the payment of 
:kirj fees, for 'twas plain sailing and a mere for- 
iJity. Through my lord Sidmouth, Secretary of 
%te for the Home Department, a petition had been 
isented to the Prince Eegent, praying him to call 
oline Jervois to the Upper House ; and the matter 
•d been referred by his Eoyal Highness to his faith- 
i Attorney-General, who was bidden to investigate 
d draw up a report. Any one might go so far by 
•^ent of sufficient guineas ; but then, what disaster 
kd followed. The faithful Attorney-General had 
ported that the first claimant was not worthy of 
ddence, and so far as he was concerned there was an 
d of the affair, unless his Boyal Highness could be 
aciously induced to command a further investigation 
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The melancholy visage of the Corsair was hard set. 
He would listen to no idle pleadings. If his crew 
mutinied, they would be put in irons. Charlotte, 
though tearful and full of regret, showed no sign of 
revolt. The valiant little paladin must seek help 
some other quarter. Mrs. Fitzherbert, who had beecrrrs 
so kind and warm-hearted ! — she was the one to 
Abigel blamed herself for forgetting the friend wh 
had promised to assist if ever she were in troubl 
And she was in grievous trouble now, though not o 
her own account. Abigel bade farewell to the Princes 
who, pressing her in her arms, whispered that st^o 
must not make a fool of herself with the beau comi^^^ 
but wait patiently for better times ; and returned "fco 
town to acquaint Cyrus with this new defeat. Mix'* 
Smalley said nothing. His own prospects were cload— 
ing over again, and he was torn by misgivings ; fo'^ 
though he had not Mr. Kimpton's talent for seeinfif 
through a brick wall, he could not disguise from hi333^' 
self the fact that his JiancSe displayed too poignant * 
despair over the affairs of Leoline. Why; if Ix^f 
Cyrus, had entered the lists with Jack Bandal, as tto^ 
amateurs clamoured that he should, and had be^^ 
unutterably punished and disgraced, his wife that y^^ 
to be could not betray more emotion. She was f ^^ 
ever harping upon the young poet's angelic cond*:^^* 
in taking on himself undeserved blame, trickling w"i*^ 
an admiration that was bitterness to Mr. Smalley' 



A S-ORLOBN HOPE. 181 

b this rate she would be falling in love with the 
)jectionable poet — straight oflf, in downright earnest 
-and there would be a kettle of fish. All the more 
lason that this peerage must be won for Leoline, to 
it him out of reach. Cyrus was more determined 
lan ever to succeed. Let the maiden, then, do her 
est in her own way, but avoid more blundering. He 
ould work according to his own lights, and between 
lem it would be strange if they did not conquer yet. 
Cy saw his cousin oflf by the Brighton coach, 
rapped a cloak about her feet, and solemnly adjured 
e whip to be careful of the precious charge ; and as 
e moved along the familiar road, each tree and 
I'al tavern whispered of the past that was so near 
Ld yet so far. Sure 'twas a thousand years since, a 
iy of the first fashion, she had been tooled down by 
y lord and plucked cherries from that tree. There 
is the Cock at Sutton, of which Jackson was no 
nger landlord ; and there, not a day older, was Miss 
Bal, with her celebrated puddings, *' All hot, all hot," 
he brothers and sisters of the puddings at which she 
lad thought fit to jeer. Every thing and every person 
ras the same except herself. Not all; for my lord 
us her friend and adopted father then, whereas now 
e was her direst enemy. And was the change her 
,ult ? Was she to blame in that things had turned 
•psy-turvy ? If the clock could be reversed — ^if crabbed 
d Time could be seized by the beard and flung back^ 
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would she act differently ? No ; except in this. With 
eyes opened now to dangers which then were hidden 
from her innocence, she would not have accepted th^ 
box-seat beside my lord, have worn his trinkets, oi=* 
the frocks of his buying. That was the only diflferenc^^ 
she would make if events could occur again. Instea^K 
of running off after the masquerade like a timid fa^nx. ^ 
she would never have ventured into the lion's den 
all, but have remained content with her lowly lot i 
the banishment of distant Yorkshire. But what wouL^ 
have been her future? What that of Leo and his 
peerage then ? Alackaday ! At least, he would not 
have been in duress now through her fault. But it 
would not do to despond when she needed all heir 
energy and strength of hope. What if this journey 
too proved vain ? That could not be, for kind Mrs. 
Fitzherbert had promised help in time of need, and 
was not one to promise lightly. 

For all that. Miss Eowe was filled with trepidation 
as she knocked at the well-known door upon the 
Steine, and her ankles felt weak as the servant tooknp 
her name. For she could see, as she tripped through 
Castle Square, into the Pavilion Gardens — ^new and 
stately private grounds, which once had been the 
Grove ; and there in state under a spreading tree sat 
the Prince Eegent with my lord and my lady Hertford 
a short distance off, Sir William Knighton in attend- 
ance, and fat Alvanley, The Grand Signor was expa- 
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ig on a new invention — from his gestures this was 
mty for now and again he rose and strutted up and 
1 to show the fall in his back and the new garment 
h.was christened "trousers." This was odd and 
9 on Ibis part, for though the said garment was ere 
the mode in France, his Eoyal Highness had 
ys set his face against it ; for, indeed, his lovely 
looked better in silk stockings. But anything for 
ange, to beguile his thoughts from mobs and riots 
revilings and visions of the rampant woman, and 
last picture burnt into his heart of dying Sheri- 
He was quite engrossed by explanations of the 
Lutages of trousers as Abigel tripped by, and the 
idant gentlemen were swearing by all their gods 
they would be similarly clad on the morrow. 
Oh, if I could only speak with him ! " thought 
reh " He is in a good humour to-day, and did me 
honour once to think me worth his winning. The 
Iphs, they say, never forget a face. Sure he'd 
ember mine." The courageous girl hesitated a 
aent, and had half a mind to penetrate into the 
ast presence and interrupt the sartorial disserta- 
, but prudence gained the day. It would never do 
Lsk any more mistakes. If Mrs. Fitzherbert would 
rvene, all would certainly come right, 
hat lady received Miss Eowe with a benignant 
3ome, as if they had parted but yesterday. She 
rt; sit down and take oflf her things, for Miss Seymour 
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was in the town shopping, and would be so glad to see 
her. Miss Seymour was quite well. Heaven be 
thanked ! grown pretty and charming ; at least all the 
young men said so, who were the best judges. Her 
guardian being prejudiced must refrain from oflfeiing 
an opinion. What brought Miss Rowe to Brightim? 
Pity she had not sent up another name, for abe 
ought to be married ere this — ^not that she would 
counsel precipitancy to young ladies. Miss Seymour 
had had many offers, but her guardian had always 
counselled prudence. " Wait, my love, until yon 
know your heart, and bestow it with deliberation on 
one who will be full of thanks." And then the ladj 
with the perfect profile and the careworn expression 
looked away out of the window, across the green, as 
if she saw something there besides fishing nets and 
idle strollers, and, sighing gently, inquired of her 
visitor in what she could be of use. As Abigel told her 
errand, a twitch of suffering crossed the patient face, 
and with trembling fingers she laid her tambour down. 
In sooth she had been making many false stitches. 

"You don't know what you ask, my dear," she 
whispered hurriedly. " For Miss Seymour's sake I have 
gone out into the world again of late. I met him at 
a ball at the Duke of Devonshire's, and he never spoke 
to me!'' A spasm rose in the throat of the poor lady, 
which she had to gulp down before she could resume. 
" It was not his fault," she hastened to add, " For 
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we agreed that on many counts it would be best to 
meet henoeforth as strangers, and yet — and yet — it 
was very hard to bear." 

Mrs. Fitzherbert had risen, and leaned against the 
window-shutter, looking out into the sunshine. Poor 
lady ! How she must have suffered, and with what 
angelic meekness did she endure her martyrdom ! 
King George had sown the wind, and had reaped the 
whirlwind. The sins of the wretched man had been 
visited with awful retribution; but the old Queen 
remained unpunished for her share in the work, unless 
a loveless old age can be looked upon as punishment 
— an old age enslaved by avarice. 

Forgetting her own strait in the presence of dolour 
borne with such noble dignity, Abigel followed the 
elder lady to where she stood, and raised her hand to 
her lips. " Forgive me," she murmured, " for adding 
to your sorrow; Forgive, and think well of me. 
Good-bye." 

Ere Mrs. Fitzherbert had recovered her composure, 
the girl had glided from the room, and was gone. 
The little paladin at once made up her mind, and 
skimming past the Castle Inn, marched boldly into the 
grounds of the Pavilion. The Grand Signor was still 
there, imbibing cura§oa with his leg up, for showing 
off the garment had brought on a twinge of gout, 
and so much exertion called for light refreshment. He 
did not look so good-humoured as when strutting up 
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and down; but Abigel had gone too far to recede* 
She fearlessly approached the group ; while my lady 
Hertford raised her eyebrows and stared at the new- 
comer. 

" I am Abigel Eowe," the maiden said. " Your 
Boyal Highness used to like me once — ^has danodd 
with me on this very green, when it was public ground. 

*' Dear heart ! Euphrosyne, who enslaved us all! 
cried Alvanley. " I thought you dead." 

" God bless my soul ! " ejaculated the Grand Signo^- 
" Prettier than ever, I declare. Delighted to see yc^'^ 
again, my dear. Be seated, pray ! " . 

His Eoyal Highness was always, to the end of h^^ 
days, the humble servant of a pretty face ; and, seeini 
encouragement in his cordial greeting, the young lad; 
without more ado told her story for the third time,^^ 
and so glibly that she had finished ere she could be-^ 
stopped. Not that any one attempted to interrupt ihe ^ 
tale. My lady Hertford looked up once or twice, and 
nodded significantly, as if to say, " I told you so ! The 
last of the flock is the blackest sheep of all ! " while 
my lord Hertford ogled the narrator through his 
quizzing glasses, and regretted that she should never 
have been to supper at the retreat in Seamore Place. 
By the time the tale was told, the good humour of the 
Grand Signor had given place to settled peevishness. 
Who would be a Prince of Wales to be teased and 
annoyed and worried without an instant of peace? 
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Every one from my lords Liverpool and Castlereagh 

doTmwards continued to crumple his rose leaves. 

Verily, when his royal parent, still a boy, shut 

himself up in Buckingham House and watered ferns, 

declining to see my lord Bute or any of his 

Diinisters on the subject of Wilkes and '45, he 

was in the right. A wall should be erected round 

the Pavilion grounds, as wide and high as the one 

of China, and sentinels be placed at the gates to keep 

<^ra cura out. But then atra cura has wings and 

seven-league boots and other adjuncts, which defy 

Walls and sentinels. Little girls have not, anyhow ; 

the impudent vixens. The Eegent prepared to give 

•he maid a bit of his mind ; but her heaving bosom 

^fts so pretty under its muslin covering, the ruby lips 

®Q eloquent, the sparkling eyes so imploring, that 

heing only a man, though an august one, his Eoyal 

"^ghness refrained, and took some more liqueur. 

^hose suspicions which from time to time had fluttered 

^^d turned over like an autumn leaf in a wanton breeze, 

^^ire caught now by the blast and buzzed round his 

heji^. It was a relief to know that Charlotte was 

^terested for Abigel's sake, not Leoline's or Caroline's, 

^^d that he need not dread trouble from that quarter 

^^tJi respect to the bete noire. The conduct of Vere 

*^Vrards the youth had been peculiar ; there was no 

S^dnsaying it. The Begent had several times con- 

^iclered it questionable ; but, jaundiced, as concerned 
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the boy, because he was the Dreadful Woman's prot&^^ 
he had considered the subject as little as possible. li 
was humiliating and grievous to be convinced tl^ 
a chosen friend of youth should be so wicked. The 
last too. Yetthere were things which he had said and 
done from time to time which bore witness against 
him now. Why did he 'prentice the lad to a black- 
smith ? Why did he wish to obtain for him a con*--' 
mission in a West Indian regiment ? No doubt i'* 
was by the advice of his royal master, too carelessL, 
given, that he had pursued the young man, and lock 
him up. From her pursed lips and virtuous aspect 
was plain what my lady Hereford thought, and ^x^>^ 
William Knighton also, for that matter. Driven in 
<5omer by the eloquent appeal of the gipsy advocate,- 
his Eoyal Highness gave way, and promised before 
the assembled company that Sir Samuel Shepherd 
should be commanded to take the aU-important subject 
up again, and sift it to the bottom. 

Abigel could hardly believe her ears. After so 
much disappointment, was it possible that her cause 
was gained ? For gained it was she was certain if, 
the odious letter set aside, the case were allowed to 
proceed. Eevulsion from anguish to hope made her 
sick and faint. My lord Hertford rushed for a chair ; 
my lady patted her on the cheek benignly, for she had 
been countermining the influence of Lord Osmington 
this long while, and was disposed to look kindly on 
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the knight-errant who helped to upset him from the 
saddle. "Where was the yomig lady staying ? What ! 
all by herself ! How very shocking ! Lord Hertford 
proposed that my lady should put her up, for a night 
at least. " She told a tale so well, that 'twould bo 
charming to hear more. Quite as well as What's- 
her-name in the * Arabian Nights.' What a ghostly 
place this Battle Magna must be from all accounts, for 
possession of which there was so much heartburning ! 
Ah, the gardens ! He had heard they were mighty 
fine. His Eoyal Highness had been there ? Indeed ! 
Had he been privileged to behold the witch who had 
ridden on a broomstick ? No ! A pity, for such sights 
"Were rare." So Abigel was made much of, and 
returned to town next day quite another girl. 
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CHAPTEE X. 

COUNTERCHECK. 

Ctbus saw his cousin oS, and applied his mini to 
thought. As things were^ no one would put faitb in 
the story of Lord Osmington having laid a gin in a 
lapis-lazuli cabinet to catch the feet of the unwary. 
How to unmask him ? There lay the difficulty. The 
burning of those letters, the full significance of which 
was long in penetrating the skull of Mr. Smalley^ 
now shone forth in aU its turpitude. But if he wer© 
to go about telling this story, people would no more 
beheve it than the other. There was no one to speak 
to the scene in the bedroom except himself, and i* 
was notorious that he, Cyrus, was a discarded 
dependant of Osmington House. ** No thorough&re ' 
in that direction. The best thing to be done was t^ 
go and consult with his trusty aUy and adopts 
father, Mr. Thomas Cribb, whose advice, when to' 
duced to speak, was generally worldly-wise. " It i^ 
settled," still rang in the ears of poor Cy like a dh*?^ 
of death, strive as he would to banish from memory 
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e mournful cadence. Was the future he had planned 
ver to come to pass, after all? Ah, well! there 
us nothing to be gained by soul-fretting on the 
bject just now. It never should be said that he 
.d not done his very best to win his heart's desire. 
3 would go and take counsel of Mr. Cribb as to the 
Lcarthing of the wicked mole. 
Thomas sat sucking his pipe in the cosy bar of the 
on, his eyes turned from time to time admiringly 
wards an emblazoned legend over the fireplace. 

'* Beer in galore ; 
After that more/* 

n the distich in Gothic letters ; and Mr. Cribb, as 
> surveyed it between puffs of the best Virginia, con- 
lered it brief, poetic, and to the point. Thomas 
^8 out of a job, and in the doldrums, and delighted to 
embrace his boy. Truth to tell, time hung heavily on 
s hands. The movement adverse to pugilism was 
tiling ground, though the court of fond admirers 
ill hovered round the heroes, clapping them on the 
^ck and drinking their health in bumpers. But 
l6re were signs which might not be mistaken that 
le halcyon time was on the wane. The royal 
tnnces were no longer young enough to find pleasure 
1 sanded parlours and draughts of heavy wet. Cer- 
Idn counties declared with emphasis that they would 
ave no more fighting within their borders. The 
^ancy went furtively about their work, as if there was 
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something to be ashamed of; skulked down byway m 
instead of rattling openly along the high-road l^c 
tiptop holiday gear. This depressing condition o/ 
affairs, heart-breaking to one who viewed the! noble 
art from its better aspect, was attributed by the 
Champion of England to a decadence in the style of 
boxing and undue patronage of the Hebrew scbool« 
Eandal had done well so far as he went, and might 
likely enough some day be worth looking at. But 
how could he get on and shine when there was no 
worthy antagonist against whom to pit him ? Tom 
Spring, Cribb's new pupil, was not doing badly ; but 
somehow there was a screw loose somewhere, or, a* 
least, Cribb chose to think so, being in a dejected 
mood. He wist not that Eandal would ere long be I 
known to an admiring world under the flattering 
sobriquet of *' The Nonpareil." The Champion was 
growing old, and was inclined, after the fashion of th® 
elderly, to look askance at the present, and comp^® 
it unfavourably with the past. Men of his o^^ 
standing fell thick and fast around him, and he W^ 
apt to sigh over his pipe and regret among otl*^ 
disappointments the retirement of Cyrus. Cy did t^^ 
tell him that Abigel had withdrawn her objectiorr ^ 
his returning to his profession; for he was qoi^ 
resolved not to take advantage of her magnanimi^' 
What, then, was the use of courting argument oi> * 
subject concerning which his resolution was fixa^^ 
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o. While she told her story at Brighton, he told 
Ls in town ; and the worthy Thomas laid down his 
vonrite clay in mute astonishment at the singular 
>liaviour of Caleb. 

**Well, I never — no, I never did!" he repeated, 
Egging his bullet head the while. " Whoever would 
i\e supposed that such a lawless scum would have 
Ld any good in him ? Well, there ! It shows that 
e misguided, rowdy lad has his heart in the right 
a.ce, though buried, to be sure, under a heap of 
l>bish. To think that he should be able to admire 
s conqueror! I'll never speak ill of a man any 
ore; and am sorry now that I refused him your 
Ldress." 

*' Befused him my address ? " echoed Cy. 
*' Yes. He's in the Fleet, poor devil, and like to 
Op there. I did not know he had a claim upon you, 

► I would not say where you were to be found." 

'' In the Fleet ! That should not be. I'll go and 
^ him at once," cried Cy, with generous alacrity, 
lut on your hat and coat, we'U go together." 

The Pink of Bow was in a dismal plight when the 
^0 friends found him, and they sought long among a 
tyrinth of dirty rooms and foul passages, which 
om year to year were never swept, ere they came 
pbn their quest. Cy looked serious, and Cribb felt 
QweU ; for 'twas terrible to see fellow-sinners reduced 

> the condition of the lowest beasts, perishing by 
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inches^ some of hideous disease, some from vulgar ^ 
want. Gould any one say where was the Pink of Bow,^ ^ 
erst a well-known prize-fighter ? Some glanced list. 
lossly on the strangers^ as though the outer world wi 
cut off from them for ever ; others stared wolfishl^j 
with an eye to garnish ; a few retained a phant(^:aD 
scrap of humour yet, despite their weight of care. 

*' If he's a prisoner, guess he's somewhere abouib," 
giggled one, with an arch wink. '^ 'Tain't likely Im.^'8 
strolling in the park ! " 

'* Will you give me two bob to find him, guv'ora ^" 
asked a second. 

"And a pint of daffy in,*' suggested a third, y^irho 
did hot wish that the market should be spoiled ; " ^n-nd 
a go of lightning ? " 

"A prize-fighter?" said a fourth, reflectiv^y' 
" There's such a power of brawling in our yards fcl^ 
it's hard to tell the professional from the amatoor*.^' 

" I know ! He's where you'll never look for hij^d/' 
a tiny wizened man piped shrilly, holding his r^ 
together with his grimy claws, lest haply they sha^^ 
leave him naked. *' I'll pint 'im out for a bend^^* 
That's cheap enough." 

Cribb in disgust tossed a shilling to the tattef ^ 
wight, who gabbled and clutched it like a monkey* 
and ambled rapidly down the stairs, lest the sp^^ 
should be wrested from his fevered grip by Bot^^ 
pouncing bird of prey. 
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**He's on dooty; that's where he is," whispered 
the tiny prisoner. " If you go into the street, you'll 
find him in the cage ; or the turnkey '11 pull 'im out 
by the Bcrufif of the neck, if you make it worth his 

^hile." 

*' In the cage ? " asked Cyrus. 
*' Unfortunate wretch ! " groaned Cribb. "I know 
^Ixat he means. I've seen 'em. Just think of coming 
lo-ym to be treated like a poll parrot ! " 

In the old days of that horrible plague-spot, now 
^a.]>pily cauterized away, there was a recess in the 
^titer wall of the Fleet prison, closed by heavy iron 
baw, like the lion's den in a menagerie, within which 
the abject, ragged creatures on the poor side took 
their turns to sit for a given number of hours, rattling 
^ money-box, and beseeching the passers-by to " re- 
^xiember the poor debtors ! " People were compas- 
sionate, and generally gave a trifle; for it was 
Well-known that some had nothing else to live on but 
this precarious relief, though perchance 'twould have 
been kinder to let them starve at once rather than 
PJ^olong their wretchedness. True enough, there was 
'he Pink of Bow, once so smart and trim, given to 
slap-up togs and rorty kicksies. His cheeks were 
SWxtit and hollow, his chin unshorn, his hair hanging 
*^ elf-locks. Famine had done its work upon his 
splendid muscles. There would be no diflSculty in 
^ftting him now ! 
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*^ Bemember the pore debtors ! Bemember the pore 
debtors ! " he whined piteously, with his eyes closed;^ 
but opened them wide^ with a start and shiver^ a^ ^^ 
Cyrus ejaculated " Caleb ! " 

''Poor fellow! I'm so sorry; never knew of tb 
till half an hoiu: since," he explained. "Ther 
money of yours held in trust, you know; for t 
monument was found, just as you said." 

Caleb's worn features worked, and he passed a s 
hand over his grimy face. " Glad to see you at las^.^ ' 
he grunted, all the swagger gone. '' I wouldn't ha.^^^^ 
the reward, for it was a pleasure to give you fJo^d 
information; but times are changed, you see, ai^^I 
beggars can't be choosers. If you'll go into the yarc^i 
I'll get somebody else to take this infernal duty." 

The Pink of Bow was a melancholy object when Im^ ^ 
showed himself under the square of daylight withi^*^ 
the four high walls. His dandy coat and vest b 
been parted with on entering to supply the necei 
garnish, or toll of drink, claimed by his fatnr 
associates. In frequent fights his shirt had been 
in strips, and to replace it he had got a frowsy sac 
which was tied with string about his neck. Bu^^ 
others were as badly off, or worse, than he ; for thi 
tattered blanket, which was the only safegaar< 
against the cold at night, was obliged in many cases 
to serve as morning attire as well, worn in the 
maimei of a poncho. In squalid groups the gaol- 
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l^^^As sprawled in the sun, close together, for mutual 

waarmth; such as could achieve so rare a luxury 

S'^^iolking tobacco; those who could not, sniffing the 

fragrant fumes, or sleeping the time away. But the 

Presence of two well-dressed men parading up and 

do^Wn the yard created a diversion, and roused the 

sleepiest from dreams. Experienced eyes appraised 

the ^hite bell-hat of Mr. Cribb, his leather breeches, 

^ii<i neat top boots, and gazed with hungry envy at 

^^ landsome bunch of seals that dangled from his 

fob. The swells had come to claim a prisoner, to pay 

™^s debts, and set him free. " Hooray ! Three cheers 

^^^ "the joUy gentlemen ; " for by immemorial custom a 

^^Parting prisoner was obliged to stand drinks all 

^otxxid. But they were disappointed in their hopes, for 

*te present at least ; for Cyrus expounded to Caleb, 

'^Ixo sighed fretfully, that Madam Ambrosia Cotton 

"^as no longer in England, and that the reward could 

^ot be feot at without delays and formalities. 

*' How much are you in for ? If it is smaU, it 
^^ght be managed," inquired Cribb. 

"A hundred and fifty pounds," groaned Caleb. 
^'And if that were paid, Lord Osmington would be 
'^own on me for his paltry debt. Oh, ain't he wicked 
^md spiteful ? ain't he just ? " This remark of Eann's 
"^as spoken with a deep conviction, in which was a 
^^flavour of admiration. To be ordinarily peccant is 
commonplace; to be complete, in whatever way, 
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deserves its appreciative tribute; and the TOretch 
Pink, though himself the victim, could not withhol 
his meed of respect for the way in which my lord 
kept his promise of crushing him like a beetle. " F<^ 
fear of him/' he observed, "there ain't a blessed 
as would give me a mag, or a drop of water for 
tongue if I was in torment. And what did I do 
bring on me his vengeance ? I didn't sell the figh^ ^ 
all agreed that I fought as well as you. Both caxx'^ 
win, that's certain. Oh, he is wicked and spiteful ; 
he's not, I'm blowed ! " All things considered, 
was not likely to disagree with this sentiment, 
Caleb displayed a curiosity to know what evil tlx 
brilliant sinner had worked on his antagonist. ' 
ain't starved like me," he said, "nor yet in rags- 
Sure you've escaped his fangs ? " 

Whereupon Cyrus told him of the imprisonment of 
Leoline, and the collapse of his lofty pretensions • 
In the midst of the relation Caleb stopped in bi^ 
walk, and, with a long low whistle, slapped his thigh- 

" He's splendid — magnificent ! " the bruiser ex- 
claimed; "but rU be even with him! 'Tis plain- 
enough why he buried me alive. 'Twas less trouble 
than purchasing my silence. Why, those Houndsditdi^ 
chaps are a bUnd— -men of straw to frighten black- 
birds ! It was I who told him of them and of the 
tomb in the city churchyard." 

Here was intelligence indeed ! If it could be shown 
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Lat my lord had got up a bogus counter-claim to 
^o\r dust in the eyes of the Attorney-General, and 
7 complications cause postponement, it would go far 
> break down his credit, and induce the public to 
elieve that so noble a personage could condescend to 
^© laying of gins. 

As for Gribb, he was dismayed. Like most of his 
Paft, he adored the aristocracy, for to the highest in 
i© land he had never looked in vain for patronage of 
is cherished art. If this were true, my lord was no 
lore than a common scoundrel, whose proper dwelling- 
l^ee was Botany Bay, his fitting home the hulks. 
'^iJaplete forsooth ! Mr. Cribb being an honest man, 
^ii^ple-minded and confiding withal, saw nothing to 
^luire in a noble lord who could practise the arts of 
h© felon. "And he the President of the Pugilistic 
-'lub ! " the Ghampion groaned in tribulation. Had 
^^ Hot been right in deciding that things were going 
^ the dogs ? The enemies of the noble art would say 
^at the contaminating society of boxers had warped 
'^ moral sense. It was another blow at the Fancy, 
^^achers would prate and morahsts would jabber, 
^d many would really be convinced by their windy 
platitudes. It was a good thing that Jem Belcher had 
■^ot survived to see this day. Would that he, the 
^bampion, were equally at rest ; for 'tis saddening as 
''oti go down the shady side of the hill to see your 
'^inples totter, the gods of your veneration prone 
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before their altars ! The grief of the good man wi 
Dutch to the Pink of Bow. He looked on the nobl 
amateurs as so many money-bags^ to be squeezed b; 
any device. So he turned to the Sprig as the mor 
practical person of the twain, and said, ''Come, 
bargain's a bargain. Get me out of this hell, 
bring me face to face with the men of straw, a 
you'll see that they'll shrivel away like so mu 
scorched grass." 

"We've money in hand, thanks to the Princes 
Charlotte," cried Cy with glee ; for already he saw tla. 
bugbear Leoline &eed from duress, established in 
earldom, swept out of his path ; the tender bosom 
longer racked and harrowed; the little brown 
hand with a golden hoop of his placing on the thir^ 
finger. " To-morrow, or next day, you'll be free, an^i 
can ruffle it once more in the most expensive 
kicksies." 

Cy was for running off that minute to see to tb^ 
liberation of the prisoner; but Mr. Cribb, the wis® 
counsellor, having got over the first throes of Ids 
chagrin, bade him bide awhile and adopt a more 
prudent course. 

" If the man's such a scamp," he said, '* we mtis* 
fight him with his own weapons. If the Pink were B©* 
free, with money in his pocket, he could not resist ib^ 
old temptations. We should have him making B^ 
exhibition of himself in Bond Street, running amu^'^ 
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"wliicli would land him as usual in the dock. My lord 
■would hear of it before the day was out ; would know 
that a man whom he had maltreated and made his 
«iieiny was unchained ; and would take steps to tie 
^^ixi tip again. If the Pink is to be of use to us," con- 
<5luded the Champion, " my lord must not learn that 
^® has friends — ^must be left in the belief that his 
fihato. claimants are secure from showing up.*' 

** Do you mean to say I*m to be left here ? " 
^^itianded Caleb, scowling. *'A nice sort of friend, 
you are, Mr. Cribb, who refused me the Sprig's 
address, and now " 

** Silence ! " retorted the Champion, sternly. 

You've got to show that you are to be trusted. If I 
*^ suspicious, whom have you to thank but yourself? 
W^*ll get a day rule for you to-morrow ; you shall go 
^tlx us to Houndsditch, and interview these black- 
guards ; and we'll see if you speak truth: At night- 
*^ you shall return here as the custom is, and my 
^^^^d will know nothing about it." 

Caleb was restive for awhile. He would not stop 
*^©ire to be made a fool of, not he ; a tool to be used 
^d thrown aside. He might be rowdy, and given to 
^capades, but was capable of control in an emergency 

^^ould perform miracles to^bring about the downfall 
"^f my lord, who had behaved so abominably ill to 
"^^Un. Would the Champion give a fair trial to see if 
''^^ could not be trusted to behave himself ? To all of 
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which Mr. Gribb responded firmly that he would giT« 
him a trials but must keep him muzzled for aU thai 
seeing the dangers which might accrue from a 
step. If Caleb could control himself, he must show :S.t 
now. For his own sake the effort must be made ; fox 
if my lord were undone, he, Bann, could resume tkie 
practice of his profession without fear of further 
persecution. 

And so it was arranged. A decent suit of clotkes 
was sent to the charge of the head turnkey, wbo 
undertook to have his man dressed and washed sucxA 
shaved in his own sanctum, away from the otb.er 
prisoners — ^fit to reappear in the world ; and to give 
him his rags again when he returned. And at pire- 
cisely ten the following morning the Champion and Ixi^ 
boy met the refurbished bruiser at the gate, and tb^ 
three strolled gently eastwards. 

" Who are these people ? " inquired Cy. " What do 
you know about 'em ? " 

" Never you mind," chuckled the other. " Wait ^ 
bit. I know summat as '11 squash *em both when "tb^ 
time arrives, as my lord tried to squash me." 

The tailor's affairs seemed vastly to have improv^^ 
of late. An inscription had been added beneath t^^^ 
pictiure on the swinging sign to the effect that ti^^ 
owner of the establishment was patronized t^^ 
the nobility. The master snip no longer sat cro0^' 
legged on his counter, spectacles on nose ; but eot^^ 
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manded a brigade of young ones, who looked on their 
chief with awe. When the trio entered his shop, he 
passed his ringed fingers through his hair and smirked, 
as mnch as to say, '' See, I have told no lies. The 
gentry from the West are weary of Stultz and such 
bunglers, and must even come to me." Would the 
gentlemen please be seated ? Those leather breeches 
were terribly unmodish — queer relics of Beau Brum- 
mel's day, who had been dead a thousand years. The 
real thing now was something loose and careless. 
His Boyal Highness .the Prince Begent had set the 
&shion ; and who should know how a nob should be 
attired if not the first gentleman in Europe ? 

"For the moment, the newcomers did not need 
clothes," Mr. Bann replied, " though they would look 
at patterns with an eye to a future day, while Mr. 
Jarvis sent for his brother, who lived somewhere close 
at hand." 

The tailor seemed taken aback. What did they 
want with his brother? "He dwelt just there, a few 
doors off; perhaps they would deign to step over to 
him?" 

"Certainly they would," declared the accommo- 
dating Bann, " if Mr. Jarvis, the tailor, would kindly 
show the way." 

The tailor looked suspicious. These, he saw, were 
not members of the nobility, though, now that 
Bnumnel was gone, it was as difficult as ever to tell 



204 ABIGEL ROWE. 

a lord from his groom. Two of the trio were over ^ 
healthy for nobles, pink and white, with immena.^ 
breadth of beam and ponderous shoulders ; the thir-^ 
appeared delicate, but 'twas a low-bred face — noi 
aristocratic. Could they be robin redbreasts in dis- 
guise ? To think that in the bosom of Mr. Jarvis, tli6 
tailor, there should lurk a fear of Bow Street runners ! 
He put on his hat without remark, and, bidding his 
eerfs be diligent, crossed the road to the fishmonger's. 
The latter was not so superior a creature as his 
brother — had not bloomed forth into boasts of 
patronage. It would have caused remark if he haol 
chosen to state that Dukes and Duchesses sent to 
Houndsditch for their fish. He was the younger, ani 
would not share the mantle ; hence, perchance, hi^ 
humility. The trio had discovered, by stopping ioT' 
refreshment at a neighbouring tavern, that no yotA 
had been breathed in this quarter about any preten- 
sions to a peerage. This, perhaps, may account ioT 
the fact that the fishmonger turned white, and thfiu* 
his lip trembled, when Mr. Eann, without beatiniJ 
about the bush, congratulated the pafr on their chanc^ 
of achieving greatness. He knew not what to answer^ 
and glanced uneasily from under lowered lids at th^^ 
placid gentleman with rings. Mr. Jarvis, the snip^ 
during the short transit from one house to another^ 
had had tinie to collect his thoughts. He had wishe^^ 
to conceal his pretensions for the present fronc^ 
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cackling neighbours, but it was in the course of things 
tiiat the story should leak out. So he replied with 
^mplete calm, and a slight drawl, that he was obliged 
tor the gentleman's congratulations. Did he also 
teJong to the Upper *Ouse ? 'Twould be nice to meet 
ttere and chat. 

"It's a rum story, ain't it ? '* Caleb said reflectively. 
"!r^ think that the fugitive feller should escape from 
"^® "^v-ars and settle in these parts. What might have 
been liis style of business ? Did he turn tailor in his 
old ^ge, or fishmonger ? Which of the two dwellings 
^^ hisn? In truth, they were both ramshackly 
enoxigh to have belonged to Methusalem himself. 
•^^ what, by the way, was the date of the flat tomb- 
Btoxxe at St. Botolph's ? " 

** "Who are you, and what do you know of us ? " the 
"Stunonger asked nervously. 

** Knew this part of town pretty well once," Mr. 
^*xxn remarked ; " also the flat tombstone ; re- 
^^mbered seeing lads play marbles on it many a 
*^e in younger days." 

**Our ancestor, James Jarvis's tomb," replied the 
Wor stiffly, " dates from 1749; so that, having fought 
^t Derby in 1745, he was not long spared." 

** Pity," nodded Caleb pleasantly. " What lies folks 
*^U! The woman who shook the cushions at St. 
^otolph's used to lecture the boys as they played her 
^cks about the doors, and point to that gent's tomb as 
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a lesson. For^ she said, he was like Mr. Hogarth's good 
'prentice: came to town without a penny to bless 
himself withal, and married his master's daughter. 
Not true, of course ? " 

" Certainly not true," the tailor drawled, with weB- 
bred languor ; while his less accomplished brother sat 
down in the obscurity at the back of the shop, and 
locked his fingers nervously. " Whoever you may be, 
sir, you are not my father confessor. What is it yoiu 
want — out with it ? " 

" Merely came to warn you in a friendly sort o 
way that you'll lose your case, as sure as eggs i 
eggs. Come now, don't your consciences tell yo 
that you must lose ? " 

The fishmonger glanced up, and was about to sa; 
something, when his brother interrupted quickly- 
" Hold your tongue ! " he snapped. " If you are only 
here, gents, to waste our time," he said, "the sooneJC* 
you be off the better. A caveat has been entered by 
my solicitor to bar the idle claim of some iU-coa- 
ditioned person." 

"All right!" returned Caleb. "Do as you like- 
I've warned you ; " and with that he strutted away, 
followed by Tom and Cyrus, both of whom were 
mystified. 

" What's your game ? " asked the latter presently* 

" To frighten 'em," Caleb repUed, looking at the 
Champion, in hopes of a commending word. " They*D 
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i that if I know that much^ I'm likely to know 
, and will back out, leaving my lord in the lurch. 
*s the game.'' 

lomas withered the Pink of Bow with a glance of 
me contempt. '' Pah ! " he said. '' Ass that I 
k) trust you. They'll put my lord on his guard, 
lU the fat'll be in the fire ! What is this precious 
r that you're keeping dark — some nursery fable, 
Tant ? " 

leb was deeply hurt, and answered sulkily, " Not 
ly as I look. Free me from debt, and get me out 
3d, and I'll speak up when the time comes. If 
don't, I'm mum. Sorry, old pal," he added, 
Qg to Cyrus. " Sorry to have to make terms, 
i me, and I'll keep the gag on, s'help me, till 
ake it oflf yourself, and serve you proper. Your 
)ribb is trying to get on the blind side." 
. Cribb, indeed, was loth to put faith in the Pink, 
5 in he erred on the side of caution. Could he 
looked in then on the fishmonger, after the depar- 
of the trio, he would have beheld that worthy in a 
tion of extreme alarm. 

er contemplating his agony for a while, the tailor 
" Since you are such a puling ninny, you'll have 
appear. They don't know anything, I tell you ; 
sniffing about in hopes of our betraying our- 
1. Anyway, I'll go up to my lord to-morrow and 
fc." 
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" I would to Heaven we'd left it alone. We shall 
get into trouble ; mark me ! " 

'^ Fool ! ** sneered the snip, who thoughtfully 
returned to his own establishment, to overlook the 
proceedings of his serfs. 
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CHAPTEE XI. 

CY RISKS HIS BONES. 

Mr. SiiALLET spent the evening with the Champion^ 
and aorgued the question with him. Caleb was a 
queer customer, a very queer customer, who required 
to be treated gingerly. If it was he who had first 
directed the attention of my lord to these Hoimdsditch 
people, and if he declared himself possessed of know* 
ledge concerning them, such as would make them 
harmless, surely there was only one thing to do — ^to 
tmst him? As for the amount of debt, he, Cyrus, 
had money left out of the sum won by his celebrated 
victory, and it could not be better spent than in 
securing the translation of bugbear Leoline to exalted 
spheres. The next morning, therefore, saw Caleb 
released and full of gratitude to his conqueror. There 
was nothing he would not do for him. He would 
obeyCy's orders implicitly. It was settled accordingly 
that the Pink should for the present lie concealed 
under the care of Gentleman Jackson, who under- 
took to manage the unruly ruffian and produce him 
whenever necessary. ^ 

roL, in, , ^^ 
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So when Abigel returned from the queen of water- 
ing-places^ and poured forth for the delectation of her 
cousin the successful result of her ambassage, he was 
able to add to the good news, and show that he had 
not been idle. *' Oh, was it not too delicious ? " she 
cried, quite her glad self again. " It was worth while 
to encounter obstacles for the pleasure of seeing them 
dissolve." She flew to Leoline ; bade him be of gooi 
cheer, since all was coming right ; promised that hi& 
foe should be unmasked immediately. He hoped i* 
might be so, sighed Leo, who, absorbed in sketchia^ 
out a poem in five cantos, was quite calm and covcm^ 
posed. The quiet of his prison (there were none t>' 
offer bail) seemed to act soothingly upon his nerved 
and Abby was satisfactorily convinced that there wi 
a spice of the heroic in her friend's unworldlini 
But she wished he would look less ardently into it^ 
depths of her dark eyes, for, despite herself, the teL^ 
tale blood would rise to her cheek and tingle there. 

When, full of the Eegent's promise, she presentc^^ 
herself at Sergeants* Inn, she foimd Sir Samuel Shej^ 
herd more icily poUte than ever. He had receivesi^ 
instructions to proceed with the investigation of ti^ 
claim, he acknowledged readily enough, and would cK- 
so at his leisure ; but the young lady must be awa^ 
that there was a caveat, and that he must wait, befo^ 
proceeding, until the other claimants were read^ 
JFair play was a jewel, and it should never be saL- 
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that in his quality of inquisitor he leaned to one side 
or the other. " There aren't any other claimants," 
cried the damsel, who proceeded volubly to declare 
that the Houndsditch people were rank impostors, who 
could be shown up, and that Sir Samuel would do 
well to wash his hands of them at once. The Attorney- 
General grew stiffer and more icy. A backbiting as 
well as a forging damsel ! Never would the astute 
forensic dignitary trust himself again as a judge of 
character ; for candour shone out of her face, while 
her tongue all the while was forming the most objec- 
tionable fibs. Always harping, too, on the same 
foolish string. Was it probable that a nobleman, 
friend of the Prince Eegent, should stoop ? etc., etc. 
Sir Samuel would obey his royal master's behest ; but 
time, dear madam, must be allowed, for the car of 
Justice is a ponderous vehicle which cannot be driven 
at a trot. Cruel, cruel lawyer, to turn the deaf ear 
of the adder to lovely and impatient woman ! Would 
he not name a day very soon for the sifting of the 
'Contradictory evidence — ^fix a positive date for the 
breaking of this suspense ? 

There was no objection to fixing a date, no objection 
whatever. Say that day fortnight. The solicitor for 
the other side should be warned to appear with 
evidence and witnesses, and the vexed question could 
be set at rest before the Long Vacation. With that 
Miss Bowe was forced to he content. ¥o\vt\.e«a ^^^^ 
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would soon pass. She forwarded instructions to 
Eimpton, in order that, fully primed, the batterloe 
might open with a brilliant discharge of artillery-;, 
and send the foe scuttling off after the first fire. 

At last the long-wished-for morning arrived, and 
the waiting-room was filled with a noisy throng of 
country folk clad in Sunday gear. The commandeir- 
in-ch^f wore a new gauze hat and amber feather, 
and the sweetest lutestring frock and sandalled shoOo- 
Her eyes were beaming with the certainty of triumpt^- 
Cyrus also seemed full of hope, quietly confident an.^ 
happy. Betty Higgs from the almshouse was in a^* 
ecstasy of admiration, so was her decrepit spou^^ 
from the male side; for never in all their long liv^^ 
before had they travelled more than twenty mil^^ 
from Stratton, and it was a marvellous thing that 
extreme old age their old bones should be rattled i 
the flying stage over the immense expanse of roa^^ 
which lay between London and York. How Bet 
would crow over Sally Scraggs when she got back 
the almshouse ! What experiences of travel she would^^ 
relate to an awe-stricken circle, and how utterl; 
Madam Scraggs would be discomfited ! No more 
ignominious trouncings with the mop endured with 
Christian fortitude. She would take her position in 
the small world of Stratton as a great explorer, who 
had successfully faced untold dangers by flood and field, 
and would be treated with proportionate respect. And 
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what capital in the matter of loaves and fishes she 

would make of the hair-breadth 'scapes of the journey, 

impressing on the new lord that when the wheel came 

off at Peterborough she nearly broke her precious 

neck; but that, knowing the extreme value of her 

evidence, she had, solely on his account, clung like 

a cat to the roof by teeth and talons, and so escaped 

*he peril ! On second thoughts she would not return 

to the almshouse, except for a few days wherein to 

triumph over Sally Scraggs, moving then with her 

^lUally decrepit husband into some cosy cottage, 

^t^ose cupboard should always be provided with tea 

*^d. snuff and strong waters, replenished by invisible 

^S^ticy like the legendary widow's cruise. It was to 

"^ deplored that the turn of good fortune should come 

^ late in life; but, pampered and coddled as she 

'^Solved to be, existence would be indefinitely pro- 

^^txged. Having thus settled the future to her own 

^^tisfaction, Betty Higgs was burning to give evidence 

"^d have done with it, in order that she might enter 

^*^ millennium with the least possible delay. How 

^Xich longer were they to sit in this waiting-room ? 

'*^e hours were flying. Though Betty had done 

Justice to breakfast, she began to feel peckish. Her 

^l)erienced spouse was provided with a convenient 

'^^ottle, from which the couple from time to time sought 

^'^stenance. Sir Samuel had named ten o'clock, and 

"^^ was now one. Abigel, growing anxious, began to 
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suspect new complications. Her phalanx of witneBse^ 
was there — the parson of the parish where Hans and 
Naomi had been united, with his book; the bouse- 
keeper from Crows* Liberties ; even the silent witnesft 
in its box, which had opened the lips of Pentecost* 
But where was the opposition ? A solicitor was vo- 
waiting to watch the case for Lord Osmington, ao^ 
Mr, Townshend, Windsor Herald from the College o* 
Arms ; but the tailor and the fishmonger were coJ^' 
spicuous by their absence. They had not even se*^^ 
an attorney. Two o'clock struck, and three, and foi* — ^* 
Betty Higgs collapsed from hunger, and, drivelling ^^ 
a corner, wished she had stopped at home. T^fc^^ 
worthy blacksmith glanced at Miss Eowe for e 
couragement, but met with no response. It took 
her energy to mask her own agitation. At last ^ 
hovering clerk put his head out from an inner roov:==Q^ 
and, with exasperating want of interest, command. ^^ 
the company to disperse, as the investigation w^^ 
postponed. 

Postponed! Why? What had happened novV"? 
All the good folks present had made a tedious a^^^ 
expensive journey. Surely Sir Samuel would not '^ 
so fiendish as to send them home without a hearin^^^ 
Where was the Attorney-General ? Sure he had n^ ^* 
beaten a retreat by a back-door ? Miss Bowe insist ^^ 
upon seeing Sir Samuel. The Prince Eegent shom^ ^^ 
be informed straightway of his gross lack of courtei^ J' 
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nrhereby he had flown in the face of that magnifico. 
Such treatment was outrageous, shameful ! Indigna- 
tion added a full inch to the height of Abigel, and Sir 
Samuel, arriving on the scene by reason of the uproar^ 
was struck with her resolute courage. It was a pity 
she should tell fibs and forge documents ; yet, despite 
these peccadilloes, there was something admirable in 
her obstinacy, in the unscrupulous neck-or-nothing 
way in which she fought her battle. He was seriously 
hurt and annoyed, he explained with diminished 
iciness, at the behaviour of the opposition. Setting 
aside all other business, he had waited the entire day, 
and they never showed a sign of existence. It was 
unprofessional on the part of their soUcitor. He 
should either have made good the entering of his 
caveat or have withdrawn it. For so flagrant a piece 
of impertinence he ought to be struck off the Bolls. 
"Then surely," suggested Miss Eowe timidly, "the 
case can go on without them?" The conduct of these 
tnysterious persons was merely vexatious, as she had 
^eady had the honour of saying, and it was unfair 
bhat others should suffer by reason of their insolence. 
*' No," responded Sir Samuel. " They might " — ^he 
hoped they might — "be able to give a satisfactory 
explanation. Tiles fall on people's heads sometimes 
and interfere with appointments; they slip up and 
"break their legs inopportunely. The investigation 
most be deferred again. They must have a fair 
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ohanoo of hearing. It was rmfortimate {hai fhe Long 
Vaoation should be so close at haiiid." InToIred as lie 
was in clouds of business, Sir Samuel r^retted that 
it would bo impossible to proceed until after {he usual 
holiday. This much would be gained by the delays 
the opposition would be unable with decency to 
demand more time, and would either come forward 
out of the shadow and make good their claim, or 
show that they were windbags. 

After the Long Vacation! Miss Bowe was in 
despair. Would not Sir Samuel at least take the 
evidenoo of these poor folk now that they were all 
asBomblod, and reserve his judgment? Here was 
a parson who wanted to return to his flock ; a parcel 
of aged mon and women who could not, like wander- 
ing Jews, be always on the move. It was hard on 
the claimant that he should have to keep them so 
long in London at his own expense. The Attorney- 
General, with infinite regret, declared that it was 
impossible. After the Long Vacation the matter 
should bo gone into, then and not before. 

Accidents cause us to make strange friendships, bring 
incongruous elements into whimsical juxtaposition. 
In the old days of Almack's, Abigel would have laughed 
had she been told that she would form one of a com- 
mittee of which the other members should be pugilists. 
Yet so it came to pass ; for she sat in solemn conclave 
with closed doors in the company of Gentleman Jack- 
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®on, Cribb, Cy, and Caleb, to consider the new trouble 
ui all its bearings, and avert the possibility of more. 
" Ton are a dear and faithftd sturdy staflf whereon 
*o lean," she said fondly to her cousin; "please 
-Heaven that I may make up for your devotion. Am 
f ixot preparing, sir, to assume my destined place? 
^^I)a Cribb treats me like a daughter ; a man worthy 
^f all respect, now that I know him better ; and your 
^^xitleman Jackson is estimable, and sufficiently 
'^^:ateel, if yunt. Indeed, I ought to be grateful, for 
^m touched by their gentle kindness." Poor Cy ! 
.« vista opened was too bright, and fairly dazzled 
Was his heart's desire to be, after all, so com- 
'^-^tely gratified ? Was he mistaken in his fears ? 
^^^s it really possible that the chosen one, abandon- 
"^^ scruples and forgetting prejudices, would truly 
'^ie by choice to the serving of raw beefsteaks ? 
^tiranger things have chanced. How Thomas would 
"^^joice if his boy were to come to him some day and 
^^quest him to supervise his training ! But no ; too 
^Xear a morning ends in rain. And yet it was sur- 
prising to observe with what respect the imperious 
^aid hearkened unto the words of Thomas, weighing 
ids opinions as of acknowledged value. The delibera- 
t^ions of the secret council were sapient, overflowing 
"Vvith sagacity. Caleb winked his eyes and looked un- 
Vitterable things when the talk was of the Hounds- 
^itch people. If he was possessed of such important 
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intelligence with regard to them, why not speak at ^ 

once and have done with it ? No ; all in good time. 
My lord did not know that a sword was hanging oyer <ti 
his head, the string attached to which Caleb intended J5 
to cut with his own knife; but Caleb knew it, and 
liked to see it swinging. 

Meanwhile, Lord Osmington took matters quietly 
enough. His position from some points of view was 
awkward; but he hoped, by playing a judiciouSi, 
waiting game, to cope with the situation. Already h^^mz^n 
had gained several tricks. A series of indi8tinc^.^^ e< 
obstacles deftly placed will for a long while def^'^ify 
removal, and when time is gained, accident steps h 



often enough, to help the schemer. His HoundsditcT^s^ 
phantoms had proved vastly useful, jibbering as theg*=y 
did in the dark. Of course, they would not bea^^3r 
daylight ; but, such as they were, my lord was pleas<^ — ^ 
with them. Immediately after the futile visit to tt — ^e 
City, the tailor, as Cribb prophesied, went to Osmingtca^n 
House for orders. Somebody was sniffing about, brine 
said, who had frightened his nervous brother out -^>i 
his wits. Was not my lord satisfied? Would kr::^!^ 
kindly pay what he had promised, and allow h^ ^ 
employes to show a clean pair of heels? No; jsc:::^^ 
lord was not satisfied. The gentleman with the be^^^' 
shaped hat, set on jauntily, was easily recognizabL^^^* 
but was, outside his profession, perfectly hannlet^^ **' 
If Cribb was foolish enough to meddle, 'twas, ^ 
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course, to please his favourite, who was sniffer No. 2. 
No. 8 my lord could not recognize (supposing Caleb to 
be in prison, he never thought of suspecting him); 
but, doubtless, he was a low person of the same 
kidney, and in nowise dangerous. '^ Go back," he said, 
" and don't be nervous ; but get rid of your brother, 
who wriggles like a worm that's trodden on, and 
courts suspicion. We've the Long Vacation before 
US. Till the lawyers come back and pull out their 
papers, no one can hurt a hair of your head. When 
that time arrives, we'll see how things stand, and act 
accordingly." 

The snip went away comforted, and my lord reflected 
again that he had every reason to be pleased with his 
puppets. 'Twas crafty to have openly patronized the 
fellow, to have treated his claim as a huge joke, to 
have recommended him to the Prince Eegent. If 
necessary, he could fling him down and jump on 
him ; for it stood to reason that he would not have 
ostentatiously taken him up unless he felt sure he 
was an impostor. Any one who knew Lord Osmington 
would see at a glance that the ordering of his 
ridiculously cut garments was a stroke of sarcastic 
humour, and that there was no collusion between the 
two. Sir Samuel Shepherd, when asked, admitted 
that the naughty jade. Miss Eowe, had charged my 
lord with collusion; but that he. Sir Samuel, had 
rebuked her. The world would, of course, follow ^\xfij 
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lead of so distinguished a luminary. Yes, the waiting 
game was little trouble and the most effective. So 
soon as it became no longer possible to keep the 
phantom in the shade, he must be got rid of altogether, 
and the game carried on with a different pack of cards. 

While musing confidently thus. Lord Osmington's 
confidential solicitor sent in to crave an interview. 
What could he want ? What had happened ? 

His lordship laid too much stress, the solicitor was 
bound to say, upon the matter of the forgery. The 
case against Leoline might with advantage be stronger. 
The fact of his proposing to win his suit with manu- 
factured documents was grave ; but there might be 
difficulty in bringing home to him the crime. It was 
true that so far he had maintained an unbroken silence 
as to his culpability; but, in the opinion of Sir 
Samuel Shepherd, it was Miss Eowe, and not he, who 
was the guilty party. What ! shrieked my lord. He 
had grudges against Miss Eowe on various counts, and 
would fain make her smart for officiousness ; but just 
at present it was Leoline at whom it was desirable to 
throw stones. If Leoline could be proved a forger, it 
would cut his claws for ever, and render, by the same 
stroke, all future attempts of his little paladin on his 
behalf abortive. " Poor, deluded girl ! " people would 
say. " What will not a silly thing do to please her 
sweetheart ? She will step up and swear an alibi for 
him with a mouth in which butter would not melt, 
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cgardless of her immortal soul and prospects of fire 
und brimstone." 

"Do you presume to tell me that he'll get off?" 
^ere bawled, with a wicked glare. " He shan't get 
£l I won't have it." 

To which the obsequious solicitor replied that 
xfluence might be brought to bear to postpone the 
irninal trial: technical points might be raised; 
\vyers might be made to chatter. What easier than 
* suggest that among the documents, which were in 
J^ Samuel's hands, were other forgeries, and that it 
>Tdd be convenient to obtain a postponement till the 
=^rage case was decided ? Yes ; that would suit my 
fc^d very well; for he saw that here was another 
-«mple wherein a waiting game would be the best, 
^en in doubt, wait and watch. The affair required 
-^ lightest handling. Fortune favours the steady and 
^isistent. All sorts of things might happen. The 
^Iprit might catch gaol fever, and succumb during 
le Long Vacation — a good riddance. So it came 
bout that Abigel received a grievous and unexpected 
low in the intelligence that the persecuted Leo was 
^ remain in duress for several months longer; 
^lereat she wept. But the secret council did not 
bare her perturbation. Common sense was well 
^veloped in the Champion's pate, and he cogently 
^iiiarked that if the sphynx-like Caleb could really 
^tuask the Houndsditch people, and force them to 
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turn against my lord, Leoline would be saved by 
delay from actual punishment — ^because with the end 
of the Long Vacation must come the crisis. 

This was admirably sage of Thomas, and his 
remark brought Caleb to his feet. He knew what he 
knew, he said, with his dark wink ; but here was a 
point that occurred to him. In order to bring about 
the promised d/nouement, it would be necessary to 
produce the Houndsditch people. As matters stood, 
what was to prevent their nmning away? The 
members of the conclave stared at each other aghast. 
Gentleman Jackson wagged his chin ; Cribb scratched 
his head; Gy looked despondent. The phantoms 
must be watched, declared Caleb, and to that end he 
proposed that he or one of the party should go down 
to reconnoitre. Should he, Caleb, go ? 

Caleb went, and returned after a few hours, baffled 
and mystified. The fishmonger was gone — ^his shop, 
at least, was fast closed — ^but the tailor was still at 
home, superintending his serfs, as though everything 
were rosy, and he received his visitor with the same 
airy nonchalance as on the previous irruption. ** My 
brother? " he said. ** Oh, he's gone away for change 
of air ; his health was unstable, and the fish trade in 
this quarter doesn't pay, unless it's kosher." 

"Had he abandoned his intention of chatting in 
the Upper 'Ouse ? " asked Caleb, pleasantly. 

" Oh dear, no. "B\x\» Yi^ kxie^ \i^tt^T: than to trouble 
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;he big-wigs till he was quite prepared, and would 
3ome up to the scratch at the end of the Long Yaca- 
fcion, smiling and sure to win/' 

But as he had important business to see to, he 
most attend to it, and bid adieu to the gossiping 
gentleman, who appeared to have so much time upon 
his hands. So Caleb came away, haying learned 
nothing, except that one had escaped. 

If the fishmonger chose to vanish, why should not 
the tailor do the like ? He knew the probable date of 
the inquiry. Was he watching the course of events 
with intention of disappearing with a vaHse, and 
muddling matters somehow, so as to lead to more 
vexation ? 

The possibUity of such a design must be frustrated. 
If Caleb would not be otherwise than sphynx-like, he 
must throw himself into the breach. A system of 
espionage would have to be inaugurated to prevent 
the bird from flitting. One hiding-place should be 
the same as another. Instead of remaining in con- 
cealment at Gentleman Jackson's, would Mr. Bann 
temove himself City-wards, take up his quarters in 
the tavern which overlooked the sartorial premises, 
and study the movements of the tailor ? 

Caleb Bann consented. It was a purgatorial exercise 
to him; but he endured it for a while with heroic 
^rseverance, reporting himself occasionally at the 
3orough, to say that the snip was superintending 
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his men, as if there were nothing on his mind. Mr 
Bann occupied a back bedroom, from which a 
prospect was obtainable of gutters and tiles, with ^ 
peep into the modest apartment wherein the per8c:>o 
he was watching slept, so he had him well in view; 
but, as the snip did nothing unusual, time passed 
slowly for the watcher, and it is probable that lie 
would have broken down in his virtuous intentioxis 
had he not found in his host a votary of the noble 
art. He gave boxing lessons to this worthy, dnly 
instructed him in the Belcher jump, the Mendo^fl* 
method of fast hitting, and found in him a promising 
pupil, who, in return, was liberal in the matter o^ 
free drinks and gossip about the affairs of the neigb' 
bourhood. But even these sports and pastimes pallet 
at length upon the restless soul of Caleb, who becan^.^ 
low and depressed, declaring sometimes that it -wslb 
more lively in the Fleet, since there it was not neces- 
sary to remain in ambush and take exercise \mdoT 
cover of the night. 

In suspense and weariness, suspicion of impendii^^ 
worries, did the vacation drag its length along ; an^ 
our little knot of schemers did not enjoy their autufla^^' 
panting as they were compelled to .be in the to^^ 
oven, enduring storms of dust and stifling heat eS^^ 
the complaints of their bevy of witnesses. 

At length the time was close at hand that ^^ 
awaited with an anxiety which varied only in degr^^ * 
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ind the commander-in-chief stirred herself and her 
K>uncil from lethargy, and began to look to her guns. 
Betty Higgs, who long ago had grown dazed and 
>ppressed by the bustle to which she was unused, 
^'exe bidden to cheer up, for millennium and a cottage 
^a.s within snatching distance, if she only could 
ontrol her wits, Kimpton was informed that his 
services would soon be wanted, and that his forge fire 
^Vist be permitted to go out; and when he donned 
5.6 Sunday suit, and took the coach again at Bipon, 
^« tenants turned out in a body to give him a part- 
^^ cheer, and wish the cause God-speed. Nothing 
^vastrous had occurred in the interval to assist the 
^^licy of the defence. Leoline had not caught gaol 
^"^er ; none of the aged witnesses had expired ; the 
CDmmander-in-chief, looking to the buckles and 
^Jcoutrements of her army, found all in place. So 
^ as human prescience could see, there was literally 
Nothing of importance betwixt her and the prize. Sir 
Samuel would return from his holiday in a few days 
:n improved health and temper ; icy suspicion would 
give place to cordiality; and in the merry ending 
:he twists of the rack and the turns of the thumb- 
acrew would be forgot ; the sun would shine on the 
idrtuous. The one point which needed special care 
and attention was with reference to the rival claimant, 
^as Caleb perfectly certain that the filmy person 
^as tangible to the grasp — that he would not suddenly 
VOL. in, vH 
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pop ofif in a puff of smoke, leaving no -wrack behind ? 
"What is to prevent his packing his yaJise, even 
at the last moment, and departing?" persisted 
practical Cy. " We must tie him by the tail, by fail 
means or by violence ; " and, the conclave approving 
the suggestion, it was carried nem, com. that the 
phantom should be subpoenaed to bring him within 
reach of the law. 

That modest bit of paper, with its guinea honorarium, 
produced more consternation on the visage of the 
Houndsditch candidate than would have resulted from 
a whole flight of another species of document — ^with 
which, by the way, he was more familiar — commencing 
with the preamble, " George, by the grace of God." 
Watching him from his ambush, Caleb beheld his 
cheek grow white. The rigid fingers fluttered as they 
ran through his greasy locks. After its delivery, he 
stood under the sign emblazoned with the patronage 
of the nobility, and after glaring at it fiercely for a 
while, retired within, evidently uncertain how to act. 
That he, the rival claimant, should actually have been 
subpoenaed by the other side, and thereby be forced to 
put in an appearance, whether he liked it or not, had 
never entered within his range of possibilities, and 
Caleb could see him walking up and down with a 
perplexed brow and quivering lip. By-and-by, he 
put on his best coat and sallied forth. Was he going 
to retire without e\eii ^ ^^\ve>^*? 'No, He bent his 
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Bteps towards Osmington House (whither Caleb 
stealthily followed), and evidently received bad news 
there ; for, turning whiter still, he turned sharp round, 
nearly coming face to face with the spy who was 
watching his movements. What could the bad news 
'be? With easy nonchalance, Caleb strolled to the 
well-known portals, and greeting the porter as an old 
acquaintance, asked who the queer covey was who 
seemed so twittery. "A rum covey, indeed!" re- . 
turned the porter. " When I told him that my lord 
was still on the Continent, I thought he'd have a fit." 
'*Not come home yet?" inquired Caleb, as he took 
2iis leave. Then the snip, afraid to await his patron's 
jretnm, was going to make a bolt of it. With aU haste 
Mr. Bann returned to his place of observation. At 
£rst, nothing ; but as night approached a light became 
visible, moving to and fro in the upper chambers, and 
Caleb could trace the figure of the filmy one opening 
drawers and cupboards. Caleb, who watched from 
behind a shutter, became well-nigh as perplexed as 
his neighbour, and uncertain as to his course. When 
was he going to bolt, and in what direction ? The 
watcher groaned in spirit, for now the knot of friends 
who had promised to stand by him in the future 
would revile the clumsy bungler, if he were to permit 
this valuable person to slip between his fingers. 
Single-handed he could do nothing — ^had not the 
jslightest conception of what he ought \>o &o. l^^*^ 
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acquire very violent refreBhing indeed in the night to 
assist its cnriously fluctaating memoiy. The trio 
muBt act according to their hghts, and on their own 
/ esponsibility, for batter or for worse. The best thing 
:•:• he done was to go down in a body to Houndsditeh, 
1 1 rl be guided by eveats. Such was the determination to 
uch, influenced by grog and the best Virginia, they 
{^impelled ; and it must he allowed that the advice 
I silent monitors, who needed no re&eshing, 
itgood as any ether. Cautiously they approached 
There was nothing unusual about it. The 
I -were closed, as they always were at night. 
r, after all ! For what else could they expect ? 
I wide open, or on fire ? With stealthy tread 
^ht Caleb's eyrie, and the pubhean, though 
t to receive company at such an hour, made 
■fllcome ; for was it not an honour to receive 
IkiB roof the Champion of all England and the 
nled Sprig of Myrtle ? Upstairs they went, and, 
f no candle themselves, peered into the dark, 
moated giimalkins were making love in a 
In the apartment opposite there was no sign 
What could it mean? Was the filmy one 
■dy gone ? If lie oonld not be found, would Sir 
■■A grant anothsr remand? " Be guided by events," 
silent monitors. The next thing was to go to 
) ni dnwn. Cyrus, agitated and nneasy, 
1; crept out before the rest into tba^ 
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deserted street. What was that white thing glimmer-' 
ing ? A placard upon the shutter of the shop, which 
was not there when he last looked on it. • ** Closed 
for the present in consequence of domestic affliction." 
Then he was gone ? How aggravating ! Abigel would 
be in tears again, the tender bosom would heave vrith 
new trouble. Since they had been on the trail, the poor 
thing had become a fitful Niobe. Oh, for an end to 
this cycle of hopes and fears ! Suspense would soon 
be past ; that was a blessing. But would it ? Now 
that the phantom had melted, was there not a possi- 
bility of more delay ? It would not bear thinking of. 
With feverish impatience, Cyrus awaited an hour 
when he could go to his cousin and break the shocking 
news; meanwhile his dear friend must stop with 
Caleb on the look-out for anything fresh. 

Abigel sent for her attorney, and from him gleaned 
no comfort. If a man dehberately repudiates his 
subpoena, he declared, you can issue a warrant and 
catch him if you can, but until the sin is committed 
you can do nothing. He may announce that he has 
gone away, but it does not follow that he will not 
return in time to put in an appearance. He must, 
therefore, " miss his appointment " before the law can 
come down on him ; and this was the very thing that 
Abigel had schemed to prevent. No one had anything 
pleasant or feasible to counsel, and Cy was forced to 
endure glances of reproach in that he had not done -s 
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he impossible. Poor, long-suffering Gyrus! Miss 
ilowe, in her attitude towards her future husband, was 
nost unreasonable, making demands upon him which 
vere preposterous. But, then, we must remember that 
t has always been the prerogative of brides-elect to be 
inreasonable. The most firm and strong-minded of 
nen put up with their engaging tantrums, resolved 
when the knot is tied to retaliate with vigour. Cy 
neekly put up with his cousin's glances, but held his 
peace, which made her vastly angry. Of course he 
)ught to have been sorrowful and sympathetic, but he 
nras neither ; for he was cudgelling his brains with aU 
lis might, in hopes of unearthing an idea^ By the 
^ime he got back to Houndsditch, the street was full 
3f passengers hurrying to and fro ; but in the midst 
^f the life and bustle, the blank front of that shop 
stood out conspicuous, like a tooth missing from a 
set. There it was, hermetically closed. The blinds 
of the windows above were drawn down; the crowd 
of lively assistants was disbanded ; the sign creaked 
with grim irony, babbling of noble patronage. 

Cy was not so silly as to show himself staring at 
the shop. He gazed at it furtively from behind a 
cart, and, sUpping into the tavern, joined bis friends. 
Hoihing had transpired. But there was somebody still 
in the house ; that Mr. Cribb could swear, for he had 
detected a shadow on a wall which was not thrown. by 
a rat or cat. He was sure that the tenemeiLt '^o^a ylq^ 
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deserted. What if the snip, unconscious of the eyrie, 
had thought to delude those who might be dogging 
him by ostensibly fleeing, but really remaining con- 
cealed ? It would be clever. Perchance the phantom 
was as unlearned in the law as the bloodhounds had 
been, and wist not that nothing could be done againrf 
him until after the day of trial. Cy took courage, and, 
seizing the mawley of the Champion, begged to know 
whether he who had stood by him so often was still 
his friend. "How did he dare ask such a question?" 
grunted Mr. Cribb. 

Caleb, too, vowed that he was ready for anything, 
and would with glee embrace any project which would 
break the terrible monotony of staring at nothing. 

"Well, then," announced Mr. Smalley, who rose 
to the occasion, "we must go in for a thing that 
may be queer, but which after results must justify. 
We'll lie by all day, and in the evening make an 
excursion across that gutter. The date fixed bySii' 
Samuel is only four days off. If we find the fellow 
lurking there, we must pin him as your dog Jack, 
Tom, pinned the monkey. It may be quisby, but 
we can't help that. The landlord here need never 
know. We'll lock the fellow, if it turns out to be he, 
in a room in his own place, and take watching turn 
about. 'Tis the only way I see of bringing him up to 
the scratch." 

Mr. Cribb didn't much like the idea, but Caleb 
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charmed with its audacity; and it was ulti- 

^^*ia.tely resolved to act upon it, despite the dis- 

^•pproval of the Champion. Night came, and Cribb 

^B.d much ado to restrain the impetuosity of Caleb. 

There was certainly some one in the house, and if it 

^^a.lly were the man, Caleb would be silent no longer. 

^"tixtains were drawn in all but the deserted bed- 

^b- amber, yet on the lower windows an attentive eye 

^^vdd detect now and again a gleam of radiance bisect- 

the centre in a white line. Caleb, like a hound 

leash, was struggling against the collar. "You 

^^Vist stop behind, papa Cribb,** he laughed, "for 

**^^se rotten tiles wiU never support your weight. 

--•^"would have a fine effect if you came down on the 

^^^emy through the roof; but you might hurt yourself, 

^iiich would give 'em unnecessary pleasure. Leave 

^^uirrel-gambols to the young and active. Presently 

^'e will return with as many scalps as we can find ; 

^^eanwhile, ta-ta ! " 

Mr. Eann was the first out on the ledge, and the 
"Woodwork under the tiles cracked ominously. The 
light was so uncertain, too, that it was difl&cult to hit 
On the least crazy places, and the venturesome fellow 
^ame near a broken neck for his trouble. But he got 
^afe across, and smashing a pane with his elbow, 
^hot the bolt, and, raising the sash, let himself into 
^he bedchamber. Cyrus paused ere he followed, for 
the stillness the breaking of the glass seemed like 
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the fall of an avalanche — or, perchance, 'twas only 
Mr. Smalley's nervousness which gave portentous 
volume to the sound. "Be very careful," Cribb 
whispered. " Crawl sideways on hands and knees to 
spread your weight. I will stay where I am, for I 
weigh sixteen stone." Cy obeyed, and the Champion 
breathed more freely when in turn he disappeared 
within the opening. "A pretty end," he grumbled^ 
"fpr one so talented to perish like a night robber! 
That gal has ruined his prospects, and wants his life 
as well. The harpy! I wonder if she'll then be 
satisfied ? " 

While Mr. Cribb was wishing imchristian things 
with regard to Abigel, the two juniors were groping 
about with hands before them. Cy found the door, 
and, opening it, crept gently out on the landing to 
listen. There was more than one person in the 
house, for he could distinctly detect two voices 
whispering. How the staircase groaned as the inter 
lopers stole down on tiptoe ! At the bottom of tb 
well a moving glimmer was visible, which, as 
neared it, suddenly faded into darkness. This mns^^-at 
be the ground floor, for both young men stumble^::^ 
over rolls of cloth in the passages, and nearly 
headlong down the lowest flight. A few steps more — 
the kitchen. Through the uncurtained panes a di 



radiance outlined the copper and the jack (liipi milium 'L^ 
from the chimney-piece. 
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** You are here ! " cried Cyrus. " I can smell the 
®^ick of the candle just extinguished. Come out at 
*^^^ce, or 'twill be the worse for you ! " 

This exhortation was answered by a moan and 
"tlxen a sigh, as of a soul in pain breathing its woes 
"tlurough a keyhole. 

** Be quick about it, my rorty rum *uns," laughed 
^aleb. **If you don't light that dip before I can 
^Heeze, I swear I'll pound you to a jelly." 

Another voice sneered out of the gloom. "You 
^^^emal double-distilled jackass ! " it hissed in wrath. 
If you'd corked your snivelling they would never 
*i^Ve known that any one was here. Whoever you 
^^^, there's little enough to steal. Whatever there 
^®^ is in the shop. My Bible oath, it's true. Take it 
^^d welcome, but leave us undisturbed." 

** Generous person!" gibed Caleb. "Positively a 
^^emium to housebreakers. We want you, old pals, 
^'^d not the shop ; so light that glim you've doused, 
o^ else " 

He was striding towards the corner from whence 
^ame the moans, when there was a nimble scurrying 
^a of many mice. A flash — and there the two brothers 
^tood revealed ; the one with a consumptive jauntiness, 
^e other in terror unmistakable. 

** By the ghost of Broughton, bagged 'em both ! " 
^liouted Caleb, in high delight, which Cyrus shared 
^:^ost cordially. "You offered your Bible oath just 
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now," he remarked waggishly; "that's just 
very article we want. Pour days hence, my frie 
you'll have to give it, and after that you may hj 
yourselves as soon as ever you please." 

The fishmonger appeared relieved. A Bible oa 
Any number of Bible oaths. He would swear a 
thing to oblige the good gentlemen. 

" We want naught from you but silence," qu( 
the Sprig of Myrtle with contempt ; upon which 
grovelling rascal cringingly inquired if he might : 
go his ways. But it was soon made plain to 1 
that he could not yet be allowed to escape. 

" What we mean to do is this," bluff Mr. Smal 
«aid, " and I don't care how soon you know it. 
dawn we stop here to enjoy your jovial soci 
then we shall choose two secure places where ; 
will be separately locked up till wanted. My fri 
here and I will take it in turns to stay with you, 
supply you with creature comforts. Whether 
a jolly time or not, rests with you. Anyhow it w 
be long, so you'd best put a cheerful face on it." 

The tailor was staggered. " What do you wan 
us ? " he asked. 

" I'll tell you what I want of you," cried Ca 
•** I want you to up and tell Sir Samuel Shepherd 
itbout your arrangements with Lord Osmington- 
liow he paid you to appear as a rival claimant i 
make bother." 
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" Never ! " the snip replied, considering that for 
the present, at all events, it would be best to wear 
a bold exterior. 

*'Then I*m sorry," responded Mr. Bann, mimicking 
the other's drawl, ''that I shall be forced to accuse 
you of fraud before that learned swell." 

"Fraud! A claim may break down though put 
forward bondjide, and need not be fraud." 

" In your case I fear there is no doubt of it. I 
warned you once, and you were too dense to take the 
hint." 

" Oh," groaned the fishmonger, " indeed, my good 
kind gentleman " 

"I told you, I think, that your distinguished 
ancestor, who came to town as a lad without a 
penny, married his master's daughter ; but I did not 
add that after the wedding he changed his name to 
please his father-in-law^ calling himself by his wife's 
name of Jarvis— dropping his own name Smith." 

The tailor moved not a muscle. " The old woman 
told you that, I suppose? It's the natur' of old 
women to tell lies." 

"Foohsh of 'em, ain't it?" gibed Caleb. "The 
'prentice was married probably at St. Botolph's, the 
parish church, or one of the City places thereabouts, 
in hi^ own name of Smith. It can easily be traced. 
Doesn't it strike you that when your ancestor only 
two generations back was called Smithy it's a bit 
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queer of you to claim the ancient earldom of the 

Jervoises ? " 

The miserable snip threw up the sponge. " Be it 
as you wish," he murmured faintly. 

" We will confess ; oh yes, we will confess," put 
in the fishmonger with obsequious volubility. " My 
lord offered a taking bait to indigent folk like us— 
required us only to bring about delay " 

^^And has deserted you, as his pleasant method 
is," returned Caleb. 

Which of the two brothers appeared most despicable? 
The elder, chapfallen now and sulky, said, after a 
pause, with a persuasive whine, " 'Tis cruel hard 
earn bread and cheese. Would you ruin two pooi 
men ? " 

"By no means," replied the aflfable Mr. SmaJle^ ^r^ r. 
" Clear up your share of the business, and we won*'_^Y 
prosecute." 

Taking the key of the shop, Cy let himself out an^Hsd 

knocked up the publican, that he might report witli m l i 

delay to expectant Thomas. 

" That's a good job finished ! " exclaimed the latte^sr. 
''After this, I suppose. Miss Bowe will name t^Be 
day ? " 



( 239 ) 



CHAPTEE XII. 

MOBE PEBBLES. 

^?'hbn the commander-in-chief galloped out again 
"^^th her cohorts, this time to trounce the foe and 
"^tick him through the midriflf once for all, she was 
'^tiite certain that the point was gained — that, save as 
Regarded formalities, the hattle was won ; and with the 
•Conviction came an emptiness ahout the heart akin 
"to sadness. What a void there would he — a black, 
^ar- stretching hollow cave within the little breast! 
^or several years she had schemed and puzzled her 
brains, and worried herself and others over the all- 
-engrossing puzzle ; and now that the pieces were fitted 
together at last, she began to wonder what would 
happen to her when 'twas done and over. 

Cy would take up his profession where he left it ; 
^resume the bit, and amble round and round, learning 
3iew feats of skill under the trainer's whip ; and she, 
as in duty bound, would applaud and supply en- 
couragement, and urge the courser to new effort. Ah 
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me ! 'twould be a dismal life ; but as it was so ordained 
she must obediently bow the head. Father Cribb, 
Cy's adopted papa, and therefore hers, was bent 
upon a meeting between the Sprig and that promising 
youth, Jack Bandal. He did not expect to be gratified 
in his desire, because she, small but impenetrable 
obstacle, stood in the way. But he should be gratified. 
Miss Bowe determined. He was a good, kind man; 
more true, more practically useful, than all the high- . 
bom fine-weather friends of more ambitious days.^ 
Who was she to set up her puny prejudices againsV^ 
the yearnings of that stout heart? Did she no*^^:^^^ 
know, too, that his pupil was inwardly devoured h^'^y 
chagrin, in that by her caprice his career seemed ende- .^ 
at its outset ? Although by an effort of will he k e i i 4 
them quiet, Oy's sinews were quivering to have a tri^iHi/ 
of strength with Bandal's. Yet the dear faithf^^ 
fellow tried to conceal the fact from his beloved, acjmd 
his submission rather annoyed her. It was not 1b. ^, 
but Gentleman Jackson, who told her, with reproacX:!- 
ful eyes, of how his Grace of Beaufort, meeting fbe 
Sprig in the street, had rated him for his listless Skir 
and idleness, and renewed his offer of patrona^^*^ 
Then she had said nothing, pretending not to under- 
stand, but had registered a secret vow that so bo<^ 
as the grand quest was over she would have it oot 
with Father Oribb, and show that she also could ^ 
generous. 
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^y will well-meanmg friends advise us and 
interfere with words in onr afEairs, when they are 
not prepared to be of real service ? The Princess 
Charlotte had been mightily glib in denouncing what 
she was pleased to consider as an ill-assorted 
Qiarriage, declaring that she would do this, that, and 
the other ; and what had she done to prevent it ? 
Etoodness gracious ! When she arrived at this point 
^ her train of thought, Abigel started violently, and 
{hmced guiltily round the waiting-room at Sergeants' 
im, where she was sitting with her witnesses, and 
^8 relieved that Cy should be absent. What would 
e think, who was so straight and simple, if, delving 
ito her breast, he should detect a trace of such 
^cies? Fie, for shame! She did not want the 
iterference of Charlotte. On the contrary, Charlotte 
oked at the matter through darkened glasses, and 
iled to realize facts. What more preposterously 
surd than to suggest that a match between two 
asins could be a mesalliance? Bubbish and non- 
ise ! Charlotte was a nice girl, but must mind her 
n business. Let it suffice her that her own lot had 
3n cast as she desired. And what a lot ! Fancy 
oring a husband who was always saying " Douce- 
mt," checking your whims, curbing your freaks, 
igel would never have got on with a pedagogue 
ouse. She would have scratched his eyes out, 
Dilt his Byronic beauty, flung the ferule at his 
s^OL. m. 58 
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head, and have rushed into the wilderness to exhale 
her grief and anger. Down at Olaremont, the 
imperious maid was forced once or twice to bite her 
lip in order not to retort rudely when Manfred droned 
out his platitudes ; and on her way home had mar- 
velled how Charlotte, erst so naughty and rebellions, 
could bend her white neck to the yoke, and apparently 
enjoy the process. Her own stubborn little brown 
neck should never wear a yoke, or her ruddy lips a 
bit. Charlotte's behaviour was really beneath con- 
tempt ; for had she not said, when papa tried to force 
her inclinations, that her husband, when she got one^ ^^.e 
should be her first subject y not her lord ? And her^-r^^ye 
she was the slave of a handsome and poetic Oorsairrxi^ 
watchmg his will Uke a dog, fawning on him for r a 

caress ! Was so inconsistent a woman to presume t*^ to 
regulate the life of another ? Certainly not. If h^^ _er 
friend Abigel thought fit to espouse her cousin stziSte 
would espouse her cousin, and ^^ all the king's hors»^ e^ 
and all the king's men " should not change her dete-^r- 
mination. Why should friends presume to twist o""«Qr 
lives after the pattern of their own ? At this poi_:»i 
Miss Eowe would rather have perished than give "^^p 
her cousin; and as she was so paradoxical &3^d 
wayward, so unsettled as to what she wished, it 
was as well, perhaps, that her meditations ehox^^ 
have been interrupted by the advent of Sir Samuel's 
clerk. 
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The Attorney-General was ready, he announced, to 
go into the vexed question of the claim, if the repre- 
sentatives of both parties were present. Mr. Leoline 
Jarvis was in his Majesty's temporary keeping, and 
eould therefore not attend ; but, doubtless, his counsel 
^as there and witnesses. 

*' Of course his counsel was there, and witnesses," 
cried impetuous Abigel, jumping off her seat. " What 
•u ridiculous question to ask ! " 

**That was all right," grinned the clerk. "Mr. 
Alexander Jarvis, of Houndsditch — ^he who entered a 
<5aYeat — ^had he instructed his solicitor to appear ? 
Mr. Alexander Jarvis had been most remiss, and Sir 
Samuel most long-suffering ; but there were limits to 

the patience even of an Attorney-General " 

" Mr. Alexander Jarvis is here in person, and so 
is his brother," cried Cy, entering at this juncture ; 
and behind him, in truth, came the City phantoms, 
guarded in the rear by Cribb and the Pink of 

Bow. 

Abigel gave her cousin a bright look of thanks, and 
turned with curiosity to contemplate the bogies who 
had caused her so much disquiet. Washed out, 
rueful, laughable ghosts. Hollowed turnips, without 
even a light within. The fishmonger, pale and 
haggard, rubbed his palms together constantly, and 
performed a series of obsequious obeisances to the 
company, as if to apologize for presuming to exist. 
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The tailor, too, was humble, running his fingers 
through his hair with nervous gesture. What the 
pugilists had done to him during his three days* 
enforced occupancy of a cellar in his house, it 
becometh not this chronicler to say ; * but what- 
ever it was, they had succeeded in breaking his 
spirit and reducing him to the condition of his 
brother. 

" You've to make a clean breast of it, remember,'* 
Cy whispered to him, as the party were ushered into ^ 
the presence. " Speak without fear of my lord J 
Osmington. His day is over, thank Heaven ! " andJE 
the other nodded with the obedience of a serf to the^ 
holder of the knout, and followed meekly at his heels, e 

He did speak out, and, as he proceeded with hi^J 
tale, the brow of the Attorney-General grew darkerjc,"^ 
though, when he glanced now and then at Abigel, hiax 
expression became less frozen. What a base, ba»-i 
fellow this lord must be! Wonders would never ^ 
cease. He had, to suit his selfish purpose, actua ll^^ 
bribed these persons — they confessed it — ^who by mer— ^ 
accident bore the name of Jarvis, to throw pebbles ixi 
the way of justice ! So unscrupulous an individua/ 
was not one to stick at trifles. It was very likely 
that Miss Eowe's explanation was the true one, though 
he. Sir Samuel, had been loth to suspect a peer of 
mean devices. There was an end of the caveat, of 
course, and of the counter-claim ; and it lay with the 
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Opposite side to prosecute. Here the tailor quickly 
intervened. He had confessed on the strict under- 
-standing that the matter should end here. If they 
liked to bring him face to face with my lord, he was 
•^uite ready. Had he not done his best to remedy his 
fault? The yoimg journeymen whom, seduced by 
false promises, he had engaged could speak to his 
lordship's visits, and so forth. The other side might 
-do what they thought proper, but must refrain from 
seeking revenge. That was a clear understanding, 
-and he held the opposition to their bargain. 

With a wave of the hand. Sir Samuel bade him 

-cease; and with a graceful inclination to Miss Eowe, 

inquired whether she would not like the pleasure of 

herself explaining the case. Her counsel was present, 

as he saw; but it was she who had worked up the 

evidence, and perchance 

Oh dear, yes, that she would ! cried Abigel, with 
-sparkling eyes. Who should know all about it as well 
AS she, who had pored over the subject for — never 
mind how long, wrestling with its knots, painfully 
working at its tangles ? Moreover, was not our dear 
heroine a maUresse-femme, who liked to have things 
her own way ? So, in her pretty chip hat and pink 
•silk pelisse and long white mittens to the elbows, she 
fitood beside the table and declaimed, and won the 
admiration of all. Who might resist so fascinating 
a barrister? Not Sir Samuel Shepherd, or Mr. 
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Townshend, Windsor Herald, or Mr. "Woods, Blue 
Mantle. As we have cause to know, her eyes could 
dart forth flames, herj tongue be a two-edged sword ; 
but, on occasion, the dark orbs could be languishingly 
persuasive, the accents soft and silvern. And how 
well she told her story! With what animation did 
she depict the half-crazy Lady Olivia on her death- 
bed ; Vere*s father and Pentecost hovering on either 
side, promising all sorts of things ; and their 
deliberately setting to work before she was cold to 
obliterate awkward proofs. The plausible alterations, 
in the church, and the removal of the tell-tale monu- 
ment — its concealment and subsequent discovery. 
All present turned with interest to view the silent 
witness, as Mr. Kimpton removed the box-lid and 
wiped away the sawdust ; and Caleb looked shyly at 
Cyrus, who clapped him kindly on the shoulder. 
Each paper was examined with extremest care, but 
no flaw was to be detected. The torn edge of the 
certificate of Hans' birth found in the kettle-holder 
tallied exactly with one of the torn pages in the 
tattered register, and the woman from Crows' Liberties 
was able to swear that she herself had torn it. So 
was it with the slab. Betty Higgs, quite a Londoner 
now, and stout with unaccustomed good living, had 
been in the habit of dusting it, and would know it 
again among a thousand. The marriage lines of 
Hans and Naomi were proved correct by the country 
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parson, who produced the original document. Sir 
Samuel consulted with the heraldic bashaws, who 
examined the ivory box and seal, as if they expected 
them to explode; and when the three had wagged 
their chins and knocked their sapient heads together 
for a brief space, they sat down, each in his place, 
and wagged their chins again, and the Attorney^ 
General spake. 

He was satisfied, he said, that the claim of Leoline 
Jarvis, otherwise Jervois, was properly substantiated, 
and only regretted that evil machinations in high 
quarters should have postponed his verdict. Nothing 
could be clearer. Even if the Houndsditch claimant 
liad not confessed, and so saved trouble, it would 
liave devolved on him to show that his James Jarvis, 
of London, was identical with James Christopher, 
brother of Archibald. It was a characteristic circum- 
stance that the forged document, about which there had 
been such a pother, should have been signed *' James," 
instead of " James Christopher." But, fencing over, 
this technicality was fortunately avoided. The re- 
port of the Attorney-General to his Eoyal Highness 
George, Prince Eegent, acting for and on behalf of his 
sacred Majesty, should be made out forthwith, and be 
transmitted to him through the Secretary of State for 
the Home Department. His Eoyal Highness would 
probably send it on to my lord chancellor, who 
would, no doubt, look at it, and send it back again ; 
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and, after that, the Prince Begent would most likely 
sign a royal warrant, empowering his Chancellor to 
issue a writ of summons to the new peer, command- 
ing his attendance in the House of Lords by the style, 
title, and dignity of Earl of Northallerton. 

Miss Rowe's face fell. Probably — no doubt — ^most 
likely ! Did Sir Samuel mean to imply that all was 
not over yet ? That, if induced so to do, the Grand 
Signor might pop the report into his capacious 
dressing-gown pocket, and leave it there; that m^ 
lord chancellor might leave it on his table unlooki 
at till its characters were faded by time; that th^^.e 
Prince, on getting it back again, might forget 
countersign and retransmit it to the legal pundit ? 

Sir Samuel dismissed the assembly, but, with 
good-natured laugh, retained the disconcerted damsel 
**I spoke as I did," he remarked drily, when the^ 
were alone, ** because I deemed you acute enough 
take a hint. This Lord Osmington, if his influence, 
with the Prince yet exists — Pm told at one time 
was great — may yet delay the writ of summons, as -^3 I 
stated. By some means or other, you must put su<^— ach 
pressure on his Eoyal Highness as to induce him . to 
command me to proceed. I would recommend you - to 
see to it at once. Good morning." 

" One word more ! " implored Miss Eowe, by ■::: ^o 
means jubilant, *'Mr. Jarvis is lying under t] L-M tiis 
unjust accusation. How is he to be set free ? " 
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" You may be sure," returned Sir Samuel, gravely, 
** that the evidence of those Houndsditch rascals will 
be embodied in my report ; and Lord Osmington will 
have to be worked upon to make him withdraw the 
charge, or substantiate it without more postpone- 
ment. Use your wits, and accept my congratulations. 
You are the most persevering young lady that I 
€ver saw," 

Abigel found herself somehow outside a closed door, 

and felt, as it slammed, as if the echoes were gibing 

at her concern. The tangles in this skein apparently 

iad no end. Access to this particular coronet was 

•defended by a Hydra, whose heads were Legion. 

What should she do? Use her wits, forsooth. All 

ixer resources were exhausted, her energies well-nigh 

J^pent. Human strength has its limits, and we cannot 

loe expected to chop off heads for ever. Her bevy 

^Df witnesses gathered round, . also the tailor and the 

^shmonger, and vied in the noisiness of their 

"^.pplause. Above all the din, Betty's shrill treble 

^^creeched ; for she did not intend people to forget the 

^«hare she had taken in the business. Abigel was 

^lad to escape, with Kimpton and the pugilists, to 

consider the situation in quiet. She could not again 

present herself at the Pavilion. Lady Hertford would 

think her artful and designing, might even suppose 

her capable of trying to play Mrs. Masham to her 

Sarah duchess, and it would never do to risk so 
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important an influence being cast into the wronf 
scale. The Prince, besides, might not be showing of 
a pair of trousers, and be amiable in consequence. 

The Eegent would have to be attacked; but hov 
was it to be done ? 

" Through the Princess Charlotte,*' decided Cyrus 
" There's no other way. She's in an interestinj 
situation, and it's only natural she should wish to 1> 
friendly with her father. He drives down to see he 
at Glaremont. Make it your business to be thea: 
when he arrives." 

How her cousin's intellects were brightening ! Tl 
very thing. Abigel would go to tell her friend of he 
success ; but she would not allow her to remonstraii 
any more about her marriage. 'Twould be disloyaJ 
and improper. Charlotte must help for the last time. 
Would the pedagogue object ? Surely not, as things 
were. The pedigree was lucid and satisfying. He 
would be convinced by looking at it. So would any- 
body else. Here it is : — 
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CHAPTEE XIII. 

MY LORD MAKES UP HIS MIND. 

So soon as he had succeeded in arranging the " wait- 
ing game " to his satisfaction, Lord Osmington went 
abroad, with the intention of amusing himself ^ 
much as possible, until summoned home by a note 
from Sir Samuel Shepherd. In an airy and devil- 
may-care fashion he had indited an epistle just on iJ^® 
eve of starting, in which he said that he relied on "^^^ 
Attorney-General to let him know what passed ^/ith 
regard to the impostors ; and this being done, he ^" 
missed the subject from his mind. But his for^ijP 
trip was not a success. Continental travel in a v^^U- 
appointed britzka, drawn by fleet posters, is all v^ 
well if you have health and spirits to enjoy the varying 
panorama ; but if your nerves decline to be braced ^P; 
if your tongue is as dry as leather, your brain lii^ * 
drum with the devil's tattoo being constantly beafen 
on it, 'tis wiser to repose by your own fireside in a 
•weH'StxiSed fauteuiL Vere went to Paris, and enjoyed 
the change as much as he was now capable of enjoy- 
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^8 anything ; but when he endeavoured to get on as 
5^ as Homburg, to drink the waters, he found the 
^ay extremely long and the roads unaccountably 
stony, and it came on him with a gush of childish 
anger that he was surely drifting into that horrid 
condition called old age. Muchaquita, the new sultana 
en titre, was very troublesome, too ; for she saw no fun 
dn being bounced about for hours in dust and heat, and 
made the days so unpleasing to my lord by reason of 
clamour and complaint, that he bundled her without 
ceremony into the coach behind with the servants, 
and was fain to travel in solitude. This was worse 
^han all, for, having him at their mercy, goblins 
tweaked him, declining to be exorcised ; and he became 
*o unhinged by perpetual nightmare, that he ordered 
kie cavalcade to right-about face and return to the 
^'xench capital, till it should please him to go back 
fD England. Sitting thus alone, persons and events 
Vhich it was his business to ignore crowded before 
^is mental vision — dead Pentecost ; his crazy 
liiother ; the objectionable Leoline, and the ob- 
noxious Abigel. Vere found himself compelled to 
examine the situation instead of shelving it; to 
C3onsider what his next move should be.. The affair 
bad been put off and put off with admirable results so 
far, but it could not be postponed for ever. There 
^as no present cause for anxiety, since one claimant 
-was in duress, while the other was in his pay, and 
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had been well instructed as to what was expected of 
him. After much consideration, my lord determine 
to return to town at the end of autumn, and take step 
to nip the nuisance in the bud before it expanded an; 
further. 

How was this to be done effectively— once for 
and for ever? He would have to go to his royi 
master and friend, and conjure him, by past days 
nights of jocund revelry, to help him in a strai-rt. 
Unfortunately, the Prince had changed a good deal ot 
late under influence of gout and the English Main^fce- 
non, professed ridiculous punctilio, and waning aflP^sc- 
tion for Nym and Bardolph. But if an old crc^^y 
were to ask a favour, he would not refuse — oh dear, "wno. 
And the particular favour in question was of a puir^Iy 
negative kind. Vere didn't want to borrow money , or 
anything offensive of that sort. He wanted his loyal 
pal to assume the role of a wet blanket — that was all; 
and sure 'twas not much to ask. He had dropped 
Brummel like a hot potato, but that was his owi 
fault. To poor, drunken Sherry, the Prince had been 
as kind as circumstances would permit: it was not 
within the bounds of human effort to set that broken 
Humpty-Dumpty on his shaky legs. He had been 
dirty and disreputable, but had never railed against 
the old love. Vere had never railed against the old 
love, and was not dirty ; so there was no reason i^ehy 
the Begent should refuse a small favour. The more 
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he thought it over, the more convinced he became that 
he must speak as openly as he dared, and ask his 
Eoyal Highness not to encourage the enemy. Con- 
sistently reckless, he had made no inquiries since he 
went abroad as to whether any novel features had 
shown themselves in the peerage case. But now, 
joumejring in solitude, he resolved that immediately 
on his return to England he would finally take the 
matter up ; and having come to this grave determi- 
nation, he folded his hands over his waistcoat, and 
Bought refuge from thought in sleep. 

It was late in autumn when the cavalcade — ladies, 
servants, cooks, musicians, what not — ^rattled into the 
courtyard of Osmington House, and my lord, weary 
and broken with jolting, betook himself forthwith to 
bed. It was far on in the afternoon of the following 
4ay when he rang his bell for the secretary, in order 
ihat that gentleman might give an account of all that 
had happened in his absence. Not a pleasant report. 
His arrival had spread like wildfire, and the waiting- 
rooms were crowded with clients, some fawning and 
servile, some noisy and menacing. My lord had 
awakened with an unusually bad headache, and was 
sick and nervous. "Don't gabble rubbish!" he 
cried, as he strummed with pale, quivering fingers on 
a table. '*Who are the vulgar idiots, and what do 
they want ? " 

There were people to whom he had made promises 
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before he went away, which promises had never been 
kept. There was Hamlet the jeweller, who refused 
to be put off with blandishments. There was Jameson 
the mantua-maker, with a tremendous bill. There 
was Harris the sUversmith, from whom, in her 
friend's name, Jnliana had cunningly taken up two 
thousand pounds' worth of gems, with which she had 
departed on a tour. Here, on this salver, were nine- 
teen petitions ; on this one, twenty applications for 
subscriptions due to clubs ; ever so many more from 
establishments and institutions for the promotion of 
horse-racing and the noble art of self-defence. 
" Curse the noble art ! " roared my lord, with 
malignant ferocity. How was the household ? 

Very so-so. As the secretary had had the honour 
to observe, Juliana, like the raven, had left the Ark 
never to return. Josephine and Susanne were ill from 
eating bonbons, with two doctors in constant attend- 
ance. Zamora, the Spanish vixen, had pretended to 
commit suicide from jealousy at being left at home, 
and, more successful than she meant to be, was in 
extremis. Augustine, in spite of all Fig the coach- 
man's efforts, had insisted on driving my lord's 
favourite horse in a curricle, and had broken its knees. 
The said coachman had then flown at mademoiselle's 
French serving-man, and there had been bloodshed 
and battery 

" Enough ! enough ! " roared Vere, with growing 
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"wrath. The Continent had proved unbearable ; home 
was intolerable. 

''Ah, by-the-by," resumed the secretary, "there's a 
Signor Pecci, who has writ an heroic opera, in which, 
for a consideration, your lordship is to figure as hero ; 
a Portuguese girl with some fine antiques for inspec- 
tion ; and a decayed gentleman with arms and armour, 
Mrhich he insists that your lordship shall buy." 

*^ Curse his impudence ! " roared my lord again. 
* * What of the treasury ? Has the agent " 

"That's the worst," declared the secretary. "Ha 
"Vnrote last week that, in consequence of the Attomey- 

eneral's report, the Yorkshire tenants have unani- 

ously refused to pay their rent, since, the dormant 
eerage being revived, the property will also be 
laimed." 

" What ? " shrieked Lord Osmington, with a ghastly 
zJace. " The Attorney-General has " 

" Quick ! " the frightened secretary cried. " His 
lordship is taken ill. Some water — quick ! Indeed, 
I thought he knew it, or would have broken the news- 
more gently." 

Vere fell back in his chair, his face drawn up by 
spasms, his brow dank and wrinkled, and snored 
heavily. Was he stricken with paralysis? No. 
After being blooded, he slowly recovered, and lay 
staring out of window at the sunny street till dusk, 
without uttering a sound. Yonder hackney coachman 

VOL. III. 59 



258 ABIGEL ROWE. 

was to be envied, though his hat was rimless, his coat 
in tatters. To judge by his jovial, weatherworn visage, 
he was not haunted by the past. He had no sycophants 
to pester him, no debts to harass him, no establish- 
ment to eat him up alive, no enemies to track him 
down and ruin him. The Attorney-General had not 
kept his word — had not informed his lordship of his 
proceedings. Had the case, then, been tried in his ab- 
sence ? What had transpired ? How much had come 
out ? The dormant peerage revived ! It was extinct 
— dead as a door-nail ! Vere gnashed his teeth, and 
swore that nothing was ever more defunct ; and then 
the tears coursed down his face, and he was deeply 
grieved for himself. If the Attorney-General had 
reported favourably, these people must have found 
something of whose existence he, Vere, was ignorant. 
How cruel of his father and of Pentecost to tell him 
that everything was safe, when it was not ! They had 
with their assurances lulled him into a false security ; 
otherwise he would have been vigilant, so very vigilant, 
and step by step have defeated them. Oh, it was 
selfish of his father to make things secure for his own 
life, and then go down into the family vault without 
caring what happened to his son ! As for Pentecost, 
she was a puling, drinking, drivelling hag — a wicked 
witch ! And Vere, as he ground his teeth, poured 
forth anathema with moist, weak lips upon his foster- 
mother's name. Night came on — a terrible, awful 
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it, full of whirling memories that spun round his 
d like bats ; vampires, armed each with a hot 
it to bum his flesh, sharp teeth to bite, a harsh 
16 to yell and rave. Such a night Vere had never 
it in all his life, and shuddering, he vowed never 
)ass such another. Purgatory, with all its terrors 
lame and demon, could not be more unendurable, 
erish and really ill, he rung his bell betimes, 
imoned the valet and the barber, and snapped at 
n for their ponderous sloth. What had transpired? 
e only knew ! Imagination and uncertainty, per- 
nee, were making a mountain of a molehill ; fear 
1 constructing a bugaboo to terrify him withal. 
97 should he find out quietly what had transpired, 
>rder to trim his sails in accordance with events ? 
tamed of the display of weakness of which the 
retary had been witness, he would not again receive 
t personage. Ordering a plg^in chariot, he crept up 
steps, an enfeebled invalid, and directed the driver 
Eoundsditch. So! both shops shut; the owners 
e away on account of domestic affliction. That 
; all right. They had fled at the proper moment, 
N2LB intended. They would want money, which my 
I knew not how to raise. How provoking of the 
orney-General not to give him notice of the date of 
investigation ! What was his own solicitor about ? 
le, while he was abroad, letters might have pursued 
vain. What a fool he had been not to watch. 
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knowing, as he might have known, that the infernal^ 
ungrateful jade was energy incarnate ! However, the 
tailor had made good his retreat ; that was a comfort. 
Should he call on Sir Samuel Shepherd, and airily 
demand particulars ? No. His nerves were toa 
shaky ; the shock had been too severe. He would go 
to Carlton House, and see if his old friend was there. 
His Eoyal Highness was not at home. Vere 
glanced with suspicion at the servants, for Brummel 
and Sherry had in turn been informed that his Koyal 
Highness was not at home, though through a window 
they could catch a glimpse of the famiUar jasey. He 
was in town, for the Eoyal Standard was waving over- 
head. Was he at home to others, but not to him? 
His Eoyal Highness was gone to Claremont, a footman 
explained ; had expressed his intention of dining with 
the Princess Charlotte and Prince Leopold, and re- 
turning in the evening. Gone to Claremont ! The 
last place where Vere would have thought of running 
him to earth. Though little inclined to merriment, he 
burst into a laugh, and as his eye wandered in the 
direction of Warwick House, close by, scene of so 
many broils, the footman perceived his meaning and 
smiled. Insolent varlet ! how dared he presume to 
grin at my lord Osmington ? Things were coming to 
a pretty pass. Dash, dash, dash ! would the coach- 
man be good enough to drive home like fury, and 
order out the brand-new coach ? My lord would drive 
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to Claremont, and pay his humble respects to his 
much-loved friend and master. 

If a bombshell had dropped into the central flower- 
bed of the quiet Claremont garden, it would not have 
created more surprise and dismay than the unex- 
pected irruption of my lord Osmington, cadaverous 
and wan. A young man who prowled in the shrub- 
bery, upon perceiving the equipage, dashed across the 
lawn into the mansion, and, regardless of ceremony and 
etiquette, proclaimed the amazing news. Bluebeard, 
when calmly dining and expecting the head of Fatima 
41,8 a table ornament, was not more startled when a 
\vatchman on the castle keep echoed the sentiment 
of* sister Anne, and announced that ** somebody was 
-coining." 

Miss Eowe, who sat on the floor beside the couch 
mpon which the Princess reclined, turned red and 
ivhite, and looked instinctively to her cousin for 
advice. Charlotte started. Manfred was too staid 
to be astonished by anything. The Prince of Wales 
looked furious, and muttered under his breath, '* Was 
ever such assurance ! " 'Twas a pity that a bomb- 
shell should fall in the midst of so sweet a group; 
disturb the harmony of so pretty a dovecote. Her 
.father was so amiable and captivating that Charlotte 
forgot her habitual dread, and began to realize that 
she had judged him harshly, and had acted like a 
naughty girl. But though she was glad to see him 
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under genial and favourable auspices, which if con- 
tinued would induce the growth of love, she could not 
blame herself for having cloven to her mother. That 
trouble-fete being disposed of (she was at this moment 
squalling duets at Parma with Marie Louise, ex- 
Empress), factious jealousy was at an end. And into 
the midst of the entrancing tableau of mutual affec- 
tion and trust plunged the inopportune Vera, like 
a bull into a china-shop. Was he likely to gain his 
object ? When he entered the drawing-room some- 
thing told him " No." The atmosphere was unsuit- 
able — ^there were inimical germs hovering ; he wished, 
too late, that he had not come. The jGorst impulse of 
the Eegent had been to deny him admittance; but 
the pedagogue, who showed signs of wielding his 
ferule even over the august jasey, decided otherwise. 
"Better see him now in an informal way,** he whis- 
pered. "Treat him coldly, and he'll take a hint." 
Such counsel jumped with the lazy inclinations of 
the Grand Signor, who hated scenes ; so he held out 
two gouty fingers, and hoped his lordship was well. 
His lordship was enchanted to behold his Prince so 
stout and hearty, and his Princess the embodiment 
of happiness. Might they ever, etc., etc. — -svith his 
hand upon his bosom — was his constant and fervent 
prayer. And, bless his heart ! either his sight 
deceived him — and 'twas not as good as it was — or 
here was Miss Eowe, who in happier days used to 
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hare his home — ^the dear Euphrosyne — and to make 

is tea ? His Eoyal Highness would not believe it, 

"fchongh nohe understood the sex as well as he, but 

"this lovely maiden — dem it, lovelier than ever — ^was 

» Machiavel in petticoats. For all her simple air, 

she was fit to be Prime Minister, demme if she wasn't. 

He had been unlucky enough to incur her dislike, but 

he bore no malice — ^not he, and was ready this very 

minute to shake hands and take her home again, and 

let bygones be bygones. What trifles affect our lives ! 

The remark was trite, he knew, but could not help 

making it for all that. If she hadn't taken it into 

her dear darling little noddle to go to a certain 

HdottOy certain silly speeches would not have been 

^ade, and certain quick-tempered damsels would not 

iiave been huffy, and all would have been right. The 

clamsel would have been my lady Osmington by this 

"time, for he always intended to propose so soon as he 

liad summoned courage. 

*' If Adam hadn't eaten an apple, he would be still 
in Eden," quoth Miss Eowe from her seat on the 
carpet. She loathed humbug, and to see Vere 
grimacing and capering Uke a posture-master raised 
her gorge. His one virtue used to be a downright 
bluff contempt for public opinion. It was horrible to 
see him, unnerved and driven mad by intangible 
terrors, playing the servile sycophant. 

The Prince of Wales was as shocked as she at the 
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change, and was specially disgusted at perceiving the 
ugly brand on the brow of the last of the cronies. He 
had made even a more elaborate toilette than usual; 
but it was there, nevertheless, not to be concealed, and 
his master shrank at sight of it. One after another, 
all had succumbed to dissipation, except this one. On 
his waxen skin, his bloodshot eye, his moist lip, his 
twitching muscles, might be traced the fatal marL 
Was he, the head, also to succumb in turn? Now 
that the bete noire was gone, life was not unpleasant. 
Is it to be always so ? Are we to toil and struggle, 
and fight and suffer, in order to win the cup; and 
when we seem to clutch it, is it always to be dashed 
from our lips ? What a mockery, then, this life of 
illusions, of hopes that may never be gratified, of 
desires that may never be fulfilled ! The Prince 
of Wales was firmly resolved that he, at least, would 
be an exception to the rule. Gouty he was, with no 
digestion to boast of, but a fine man still. Like 
Candide, he was cultivating his garden, and was 
beginning to feel a new sensation of quiet bliss as he 
sat in the grounds of the Pavilion and designed his 
weird adornments. Sherry had by his aspect given 
him turns, and, therefore, though he loved him, he 
could consent to look on him no more. He had 
never loved Vere as he loved Sheridan; and after 
what had come out about my lord, he would be 
compelled to drop him. 
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Lord Osmington was soon extremely sorry that he 
lad not remained at home. Perceiving that the civil 
"Speeches which issued so oddly from his lips were not 
appreciated, he began to dread lest something awful 
should have transpired in his absence, and begged 
the Eegent if he might ask for a few moments in 
private. '* Lady Hertford would be glad, I know, if 

she were here " he was beginning, when the 

Prince cut him short. 

'* I think that anything you have to say," observed 
Sais Eoyal Highness, " may be said before the present 
•oompany. Those Houndsditch rascals have confessed, 
•so I would recommend them to the good offices of 
_:yotir lordship. You will, of course, withdraw the 
-charge against my lord Northallerton ? " 

Vere felt cold from top to toe, but, stringing up his 
nerves with a supreme effort of will, remained out- 
wardly composed. " The Houndsditch rascals ! Egad, 
those Jarvises were comical blades ! " 

" Their name is Smith," remarked the Eegent, with 
meaning. 

" Smith ! "ejaculated my lord, in real surprise. " I 
swear on my honour that I never knew that." 

The two ladies smiled, for they did not believe my 
lord ; while the Eegent's brow grew black as thunder. 
Lord Osmington proceeded to explain. His Eoyal 
Highness must excuse ignorance, but having just 
returned from abroad, he knew nothing. My lord 
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Northallerton ! The Prince was satisfied, then, as 
to the justice of his pretensions ? Who would have 
thought it? Having paid his humble respects, he 
would retire. So the dreamy young man was to sit 
in the House of Lords ! How glad his patroness, the 
Princess of Wales, would be ! Why, for her 'twould 
be quite a triumph ! With that parting stab Lord 
Osmington made a bow, and with quite a jaunty ste 
got into the brand-new coach. 

" Curse him ! " the Prince muttered, as the carriag^a^^e 
rolled away, "that is the one source of regret ET I 
have in the matter. It will please Caroline ! " 

And the fair girl lying on the sofa stretched fortF~.fdih 
her hand and whispered, " Hush, hush ! You promise 
to be just. If contrary to private inclination, ' 
look the more disinterested and noble.*' 

Lord Osmington reflected as he drove back to to 
His eye was brighter than it had been for many '^ a 
day, and a cynical smirk played about his lip^^ps. 
"Aha! I had him there," he muttered. "Hope IT ie 
liked it. To think that they are Smiths ! I ne^^^H^er 
cared to ask. He throws me over in my hour of 

need. If I'd served my God as I have served le^taijr 
king, and all that, as Sherry said. I might hs^^re 
known, though, that he would do the bidding or 9 
wench. Well, it's over, it seems — quite over. Tha»"*ir 
better than dragging on when a thing's hopeld5». 
An absurd place, the world ; not worth living in after 
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^^« and twenty, when illusions vanish. The sport of 
I^^Bsions, man's led blindfold where they please, and 
^«y> having involved him in difficulties, leave him 
*0 extricate himself as he may." 

My lord stepped out of the coach so blithely that the 
household, who knew whither he had gone, and were 
peeping through chinks and keyholes with as many eyes 
as a peacock's tail, thought he must have been success- 
ful in his suit. Mr. Hamlet's man, who had turned up 
^With evil intentions, put his paper back in his pocket, 
aiiid, with a profound obeisance, asked if there were 
a.ny orders. The secretary skipped down the stairs ; 
Bind Muchaquita, who had been packing up, flew from 
>>eliind a portiere into the arms of her dear love, 
sewing that he looked quite juvenile. Was all well ? 
"Would he take her at once to Eichmond, as she 
^wanted some fresh air ? " Not to-day," he said, with 
a loud laugh. '* All is well, quite well ; couldn't be 
better. We'll have dinner at seven — a dinner of con- 
gratulation and affection; the whole] menagerie." 
Dash, dash ! Monsieur Eude's best viands ; and the 
pretty dears would be obliging enough for once to 
refrain from open abuse. How delightful! All 
clapped their hands and pulled out their best gowns 
and rouge-pots and cosmetics, and set themselves to 
decorate like Jezebels in honour of the festive occasion. 
How prudent Susanne had been, proclaimed that 
sylph, to advise the menagerie to wait before taking 
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to flight. Ce pauvre milord had been a prey to care 
for ever so long, but now ce hon Prince had set his 
mind at rest. There was a divine suite of emeralds 
at the comer of Cranboum Alley. Before the night 
was out she would wheedle them out of my lord. 
Augustine considered that it would be wise to secure 
what they had before laying themselves out for more. 
All her things were safe at an hotel. And many 
that were not hers, too, scoffed ComeUe. And so 
the darlings went on in their usual delectable manner 
till it was time to descend to the drawing-room, and 
there even they, accustomed as they were to luxury, 
were taken aback by the unusual splendour. Illumi- 
nated a giorno with wax candles, how handsome the 
saloon appeared with its choice nicknacks, china, 
bronzes ! And in the middle of the gorgeous carpet 
stood my lord — he was always a whimsical fellow, so 
full of quaint esprit — clad in a simple military frock. 

" How ugly ! " cried Augustine, with a little scream ; 
** and he has such beautiful clothes ! " 

** Ugly enough," responded the smiling host. " It 
is the uniform I wore when I was a soldier — ^in ea: 
life, when I believed in innocence and human good 
ness — and it amuses me to put it on in your presence 
and try and recall those preposterous fancies. Bu 
come, ladies, I am not very well or strong ; yet some 
thing has happened to-day which makes me ardent! 
desire to drink your health." 
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"Something very, very delightful?" whispered 
omelie. " I am so glad ! " 

" Very delightful indeed," acquiesced my lord. " A 
cod dinner, some good wine, your charming society 
or a little while, and then, if you'll excuse an invalid, 
'U go to rest." 
After a good dinner and good wine of course he 
■would be excused, all replied in chorus. Such precious 
health must be fondly cared for — bolstered, coddled. 
They would one and all put him to bed and tuck him 
up, and tie on his blessed nightcap — that they would ; 
and if ever blessings produced sleep, his should be 
profound. He hoped it would, he observed, smiling. 
They were very kind, but he would dispense with the 
ceremony of nightcap-tying, and consider it as done; 
Dinner was waiting, and Monsieur Eude — late of 
Crockford*s — allowed no dallying. He was as much 
outraged if his plats were kept waiting, as if the guests 
\^ere to put salt in their soup. Once an ignorant 
j)erson had so far transgressed, and Monsieur Eude 
^ould have given warning if the peccant one had not 
apologized. The houris did not quarrel much at 
dinner. Each seemed to vie with the other in sweet- 
ness, and their tempers became the more angelic on 
account of their host's lavish promises. They were 
to have new bracelets, rings, gowns, tippets — any- 
thing ; but they must say good-bye for the present, as 
my lord was going to rest. 
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He went into his bedchamber, and sauntered up 
and down, the same peculiar smile playing around 
his mouth ; and as he walked, chuckled, now and again 
repeating, " Osmington a pauper ! " He bade his 
valet prepare a warm bath with perfumes, and retire, 
and not to come in next day till he was summoned. 
Divesting himself of his plain frock, he gazed wist- 
fully on it for a while and sighed, and then softly 
laughing, tickled by some conceit, began to unharness 
himself of the numerous chains and breloques and 
lockets, filled with divers-coloured hair, with which 
he was usually enwrapped. One miniature he took 
from round his neck, and crushed it under his heel. 
*' The silly creature,'' he muttered with pity. " The 
only one who was ever faithful ; and much good came^^ e 
of it ! " By this time the water was ready, clear and^^^d 
sparkling, in the white marble bath. Warm towels- ^fls 
were ranged about a tiny stove ; sponges, brushes, per 
fumes, close at hand. How cosy and comfortable it 
looked under the mellow glimmer of a shaded lamp 
The valet bowed low, and his master stood listenin^cmg 
to his departing footsteps as they echoed faintly iihiiim ij 
in the long corridor. So cosy, so comfortable, ^k- so 
quiet. No fear of interruption or annoyance in Mi ^nin 
snug retreat ! With the morning would come tl^Cle 
clamorous clients, the rude and noisy ^tradespeopJ^M^^ 
perhaps a bailiff or two to add seasoning to the sala-::^' 
^' Osmington a pauper ! " repeated my lord, amn o ^ ^ ^ 
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y the conceit. " What will they say of me to-morrow ? 
pack of nonsense. Who may judge whether the 
otive which induces a man to leave the world is 
dequate ? The sensations of different persons may 
ot be gauged by the same standard. An event that 
~^iouches one but slightly, drives another to insanity. 
How inconsistent people are in their judgments ! 
Military leaders think nothing of killing off a thousand 
or so in battle to aid a cause which concerns them 
not. Yet what an outcry if an individual shows that 
he agrees that life is valueless by deliberately resign- 
ing it ! Poor Brinsley ! " Vere mused, with a passing 
sadness. "What an end was his; and what an 
existence at this moment is Brummel's ! Sheridan 
lacked the courage ; yet sure he suffered infinitely more 
than can come of one second's agony ? It is all over ; 
and, upon my word, it has been so little pleasant on 
the whole, that I cannot say Tm sorry." 

The following afternoon there arose a terrible 
outcry in the palace of the Osmingtons. Scared 
servants were running hither and thither aimlessly. 
The houris were heaped together in inconsolable 
groups, weeping tears of abortive greed. The valet, 
after patiently waiting, had entered the bathroom ; 
and there, with his head upon the marble, lay the 
Earl of Osmington, in a profound sleep. There was 

a hole behind the ear from which the black blood 

« 

oozed, and a pistol lay by his hand. 
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CHAPTEE XIV. 

YORKSHIBE AGAIN. 

The excitement in the metropolis, when the news 
spread, was tremendous, for Lord Osmington had, for 
years and years, been a conspicuous figure in the 
fashionable world ; courted on account of his princely 
prodigality; admired for his consistent indifference 
to all laws, human and divine. He was a rum 'un, 
the mob were wont to say; but he was a game 
'un, and the way he would drive over an old 
woman and take no notice of her screaming ms 
thoroughly artistic. So soon as they recovered from 
the shock, there was a stampede among the houris. 
The gates of the Ark were open wide, and through 
them there poured a curious medley — a string of 
birds and beasts, each after its kind, who stood not 
upon the order of their going, but went, laden with as 
much as could be carried. By nightfall the place was 
silent, and the exodus complete — no living thing 
moved in the empty house save the hired workers, 
who busied themselves about the bed where lay the 
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Smiling corpse. What a change ! What strange 
a,dvertisments appeared in the papers ! A Spanish 
Countess, an interesting widow, desired a place as com- 
panion. A French lady, brought up in the first style of 
elegance, wished to enter an orderly family. A foreign 
gentleman of cheerful disposition and refined taste 
wished to be attached to a nobleman of opulence ; 
lie had been in the habit of reading the newspapers, 
€inswering invitations, and selectiug snuff-boxes. An 
engaging young Italian, who could speak six languages, 
found himself unemployed ; he was familiar with 
cjvery quarter of the town, had genteel manners and 
«.ddress, and was remarkable for secrecy and fidelity. 
IBut why go through the list ? We have done with 
-the unsavoury company. The demireps fled from the 
scene of suicide ; the place of dancers, limpets, mush- 
rooms, pique-assiettes, knew them no more. The maids 
of the neighbouring mansions had nothing henceforth 
to look at through the gratings of the area ; for Fig, 
the head groom, was gone with the horses, and John, 
the coachman, had carried off the coaches ; the plate 
had disappeared by magic, and my lord's own man- 
servant had humbly gleaned after the reapers. 

For several days after the catastrophe, the Prince of 

\Vales was pensive and subdued. The last of the set 

Mas gone — ^the last of the flaring circle of lights was 

extinguished with a foul stench — and my lady 

Hertford, with an effort, held her peace, for the occa- 
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sion required no homily. When he announced that 
he intended to honour the new lord with a visit, she 
nodded approval. Nothing could he more prudent or in 
ihore graceful taste. The romance which hung over 
his story turned the eyes of all London in the direc- 
tion of Lord Northallerton. To take up the whilom 
protege of Caroline would look generous in the Begent. 
It would he a fine opportunity for flowery platitudes 
about a ** steady and uncompromising zeal for the 
furtherance of truth and justice ; " and the world would 
be led to see that although his Koyal Highness had 
once been a friend of the deceased, he was ignorant 
of his wicked tricks, and sorry for their partial success. 
The Corsair was pleased at the turn events had taken, 
and Charlotte took no pains to conceal her joy. That 
Lord Osmington, finding his position impossible, 
should have elected to carve a way out of it, was 
fortunate for those who had caught him in their toils. 
The prosecutor having departed this life, the question 
of the forged letter need not be gone into, nor the 
other question of the estates which he had done his 
best to squander. Those estates had passed to Selina, 
because James Christopher had survived his son, or 
was supposed to have done so. The contrary being 
proved, and a direct male heir found, the prize would 
have to be disgorged after more or Jess quibbling 
and litigation. It was well that Vere should have 
cheated the lawyers of their spoil by retiring from the 
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contest. Charlotte embraced her dear friend with 
gushing affection^ and whispered rapturous nonsense 
in her ear ; but the latter was grown suddenly grave 
•and still ; oppressed, as it appeared, by the emptiness 
which follows a task achieved, and appalled by what 
she saw in front. 

**It's nice of my father to go to the junketing," 
prattled the Princess. "I wish years agone I'd 
known him as well as I do now. And it's horridly 
tiresome that I can't go, too. I'm sure I might, but 
Leopold won't let me. You should have seen his face 
when it was proposed. Do you know, I'd have pulled 
his hair, if I had dared, for looking so priggish. But 
you will be there, the heroine of the day, to do the 
honours and receive the congratulations. What ! not 
go ? A pretty thing for them all to be prancing and 
dancing, and the originator of the festival absent ! " 

" My work is done," Abigel said uneasily. " There's 
nothing to call me to Yorkshire any more. Indeed, 
indeed, I would rather stay in town, where my new 
place will be — my new life commence." 

" Toujours le beau cousin ! " laughed Charlotte ; 
while Manfred looked up and whispered, "Doucement." 
^* Where is it to be, my dear ? Nay, I must know, 
since 'tis my bounden duty to rise and forbid the 

banns. * If anyone know cause or just impediment ' 

Yes, Mr. Parson, please ; I know many just causes and 
impediments ; and, what is more, it shall never be. 
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I tell you, Abby, it shall not ; so we won't discuss the 
question." 

When the Princess spoke thus, Abigel looked much 
concerned. It was dreadful that all who professed to 
love her should set their faces against the inevitable* 
Causes and impediments — what were they? She 
could not see any. Leoline was about to take his. 
place among his peers, his proper place, which she 
felt sure he would adorn. Cy, the good, the true, the 
honest, ay, the ingenious and astute, had done her 
bidding, and more than her bidding, and fairly won 
his guerdon. Jacob never toiled for Eachel as C3' 
had done for her. When she looked back at his be- 
haviour, its honesty and uprightness and sacrifice of 
dearest aspirations, she was frightened in that he 
should love her so. This great absorbing love was- 
a gift which she accepted with awe and tremor, as. 
something of which she was unworthy. But she 
would try to be worthy of it ; oh yes, she would try 
hard, and pray that he might never regret the gift. 
What if she should be mistaken as to her strength — 
be unable to make him happy in exchange for all he 
had done ? That was not likely, for he was simple 
and easily pleased. What about these Yorkshire fes- 
tivities ? Must she really travel again over thatJ^ 
famiHar road, and revisit Battle Magna ? Perhaps 
her absence, all things considered, would look odd, 
and she did not wish to be food for idle gossip. li 
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she must go, she must. Cy was going, so were Cribb 
and Caleb Eann. At Battle Magna she would make 
a point of speaking to Cribb, and of arranging the 
future of his boy. 

It came to pass that the Yorkshire road was alive 
with vehicles; for his Eoyal Highness the Prince 
Eegent was going north, and so was a goodly company. 
The Princess Charlotte was expecting her confinement, 
otherwise she would have accompanied her father. 
Before starting he paid her a long visit, deeply grati- 
fying to both ; and she exacted a promise before he 
left which seemed to relieve her mind. Leoline, upon 
his release, was taken possession of by my lord Yar- 
mouth, who, in obedience to orders from his far-sighted 
mother, made much of the poetic youth, swore that 
his sonnets were perfection, and strolled arm-in-arm 
on the '' Grand Strut " with him, or lounged in Fops' 
Alley by his side. Since his Eoyal Highness con- 
descended to undertake a wearisome journey to do 
him honour. Lord Northallerton must see that a 
proper reception was provided. Should his new ally 
go with him to his new possessions, help to set things 
in order, put this and that in fitting train ? It would 
be most kind, if not too troublesome. Trouble ! what 
was trouble ? Lord Yarmouth had often been asso- 
ciated with the suicide, and would be glad of the 
opportunity of showing that he regretted the con- 
tamination. He would take arrangements on himself. 
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and the new peer might rest easy, certain that all 
would be right. My lady Hertford desired a visit ere 
he left, and would take no denial. Never was any- 
thing half so romantic and delightful. He must look 
on Hertford House as a home, on her as a second 
mother. By-and-by she would provide him with a 
noble wife, and then the picture would be complete. 

Leoline was dazed by the turn of the wheel and 
the felicitations that poured in' on him, and was glad 
enough to escape ; but before he turned from the 
metropolis he sought an interview with Abigel — ^in vain. 
She who had been so frank and outspoken avoided 
him now, fled at his approach like a startled doe. 
What did she mean by it? Never mind; she pro- 
mised to be present at Battle Magna on the occasion 
of his solemn entry, and she should not escape 
him there. And what a scene it was ! The 
Unicom nearly tumbled oflf his perch over the 
gateway when it became known that the Kegent 
himself was coming to sleep at Eipon. The local 
bands furbished their instruments to give him a 
noisy if not harmonious reception. Marrow-bones 
and cleavers became much in demand. Bunting 
arrived from York to deck the thoroughfares. All 
the neighbouring gardens were shorn of their fairest 
bloom. The mayor got out his furred gown; the 
bugler the silver horn, which on grand occasions per- 
forms sweet symphonies in the centre of the market- 
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place. Every one was to dine at the expense of the 
new earl. Farmers in expectation of a lowering of 
rents were boisterously gay, their wives and daughters 
stark staring mad ; for was there not to be a ball in 
an immense marquee, and was not the first gentleman 
in Europe to foot it in the mazy dance ? As for Betty 
Higgs, she was beside herself. Abigel had the fore- 
thought to send her a new cap direct from the me- 
tropolis, wherewith Madam Sally Scraggs was promptly 
and utterly annihilated. Certainly the mise en scene 
did credit to Eed Herrings. His Eoyal Highness in a 
splendid barouche, with the new peer by his side, was 
dragged bowing and bending by a screaming crowd 
from Eipon to Stratton-on-the-Fosse, where there 
^ere speeches and addresses ; then on through the 
park to the venerable pile, which had hastily been set 
in order. It is all very fine to scoff at popularity 
^hen you are unpopular, but to be cheered is vastly 
j)leasant. Affairs had been so gloomy for a long 
^hile past that the Eegent was as used to being 
hooted as in the grim days of the Dreadful Woman. 
The minds of men were bent with more acerbity than 
usual upon a redress of grievances, and some, made 
bold by calamity and despair, spoke out in unvarnished 
language. The result was a series of prosecutions, 
conducted under the auspices of Lords Liverpool and 
Sidmouth, which exasperated the people yet further. 
They were crushed by debt, they said, numbed by 
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taxation which had no longer for an excuse a monopoly 
of commerce. The theory and practice of the con- 
stitution were at variance, and, unable to procure 
parliamentary reform, they ran after the Eegent and 
yelled at him. How different in Yorkshire ! Lovely 
ladies flung roses on his wig, pelted him with chrysan- 
themums. If cantankerous London would only learn 
a lesson in loyalty ! For two pins the Grand Signor 
declared he would move his Court and come and reign 
at Eipon — build teapots and pagodas there. The 
ceremonies of the first day were touching, genuinely 
conducive to tears. The programme for the second 
would be more affecting still ; for the noble company 
were to be conducted to the celebrated battle-field 
where, in 1800, the original Leoline had protected the 
Standard with his body, and the mayor was to orate 
with wisdom. *' Long live Plantagenet ! long live the 
royal blood ! " had been shouted to-day with stentorian 
lungs, and would be shrieked still louder to-morrow. 
It was charming to see that the vieiUe souche was 
appreciated in some localities. The evening of 
the first day was to be passed in peace over a 
quiet dinner, in order that strength might bo 
acquired for subsequent orgies. Bed Herrings, 
who knew what he was about, had rescued the cook 
out of the debris of the Osmington smash, and 
brought him in his train. The great man had pre- 
pa,red a diner de repos, a superlative idyllic repast, 
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■^^xid having served it to perfection, set himself to think 
oxit the ball supper, which was to be executed by an 
-^Tiny of tnarmitons. 

It was the first week in November, and warm for 

'tie time of year. Battle Magna looked its best, clad 

in its autumn garb ; for the turf of the pleasaunce, 

"though neglected, was vivid as an emerald, the yews 

'^nd pines sombrely rich, while the amphitheatre 

lehind was of every ruddy hue, from palest gold to 

orange, from ruby to russet brown. The wild currant 

l3ushes that fringed the stream were heavy with 

scarlet berries ; leaves floated by, mottled with 

crimson, stained with purple. The pale ruins of the 

Cistercian abbey seemed more gaunt and hoar from 

contrast with the wealth of colour. It was like this 

that Abigel had learned to love the spot, wrapped in 

its many-colom^ed mantle, and, dinner over, she stole 

out into the gloaming to revive a train of memories 

for the last time. The gentlemen were busy with 

their wine, and would be so till midnight ; and, as 

fihe was the only lady, she was like to be undisturbed. 

The festivities were going oflf satisfactorily. There 

was nothing to which the most fastidious could take 

exception; indeed, the spontaneous delight of the 

tenantry was as remarkable as touching. And to 

think that she, frail little brown woman, had done it 

all ! Her heart swelling with pride, she looked from 

the bridge by the mill over the grand domain, with 
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its temples, canals, spreading umbrageous woods ; 
and sighed with thankfulness. It was a splendid pre- 
sent from a maiden to a man, a royal gift. ** Dear^ 
dear Leo ! " she murmured aloud. ** He deserves 
it all, and, I hope, will be very happy." Idly plucking 
a bunch of leaves, she tossed them into the stream, 
and bent over the bridge to see them drift ; but per- 
ceiving two heads reflected in the water instead 
of one, she drew back with a great start, and said 
sharply, " I wish you would not frighten a body so ! " 

Leoline, who was standing close behind, laughed 
slyly. "You blush, as if detected in a crime," he 
said. "Deserve it? Not a bit. Yet I accept the 
present from you. I've caught you at last. Why do 
you avoid me ? If I enter by one door, you run out 
by another. Why ? " 

What could she say? How explain the extreme 
delicacy of her position ? How like a man to show so 
little tact ! If poets are so high in the clouds that 
they cannot see what passes on the earth, they ought 
to stop in ether, and not attempt to meddle with 
sublunary matters. Miss Eowe found it impossible to 
tell her old playmate why, so she looked embarrassed^ 
and prepared to beat a retreat. 

But Leoline, having caught her, seized both un- 
willing hands, and held them. " I know all, Abigel, 
my darling," he whispered; "and I am so happy I 
What have I done to have all that I desire — ^my 
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'^sancient name, the home of my ancestors, the darling 
of my heart for wife ? " 

The girPs hands grew cold, as she tried to disengage 

herself. A chilling wave of desolation swept over the 

heart of Cy's affianced, and she could scarcely breathe. 

Her whole being seemed absorbed in the one 

anguished yearning, " Oh, that I had never come ! " 

'* Before I left town, the Princess told me of what 

I scarce dared to hope, and I told her my reasons 

for silence, and she said I was a booby for my 

pains. I told her how I had always loved my little 

Abigel, but that I never said so, having no fitting 

liome to offer her, no money but what my mistress 

chose to give as largesse. I watched my darling 

delve and dig, and still held my tongue ; for if she 

had known that it was for her alone I cared to 

wear the title, she would have ceased to work for it. 

Women are so contrary ! But now it is won, and she 

hath bestowed it on me — to give it back to her again. 

Sometimes I feared that she liked somebody else 

better than poor me ; but the Princess assures me 

that it is otherwise, and so I claim you as my own — 

my very own — my darling, without so much as asking 

your consent ! " 

Leo tried to clasp her in his arms ; but Abigel, pale 
as a ghost, with gleaming eyes, tore herself away. 

** Oh, Leo ! " she panted. ** How wicked of the 
Princess ! How unkind ! Why did I ever come ? *' 
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Leoline was disconcerted by the violence of the 
girl's emotion. Could the Princess have been mis- 
taken ? Did she not care for him, after all ? 
'* Speak the truth," he said, in his turn growing 
white, "alone together under the stars. If you 
<jannot care for me, God's will be done. Without 
yourself, all that you have given me is valueless, of 
no more real worth than to the poor dead to whom 
you've given a name." 

This was more than she felt called upon to bear. 
"You know," she said reproachfully, "that I'm the 
promised wife of Cy." 

" Poor Cy ! " Leo mmmured sadly. 

Poor Cy ! 'Twas re-echoed in her own heart ; for 
this revelation on the part of her playfellow had 
thrown her mind agog. Ejiowing that she was 
engaged to another, how wrong to make this con- 
fession ! Too confused as yet to think clearly, she 
only knew that a harvest was being garnered of 
future regret and sorrow — of lifelong repining. If 
she had dared to suppose that Leo under enforced 

reserve could really love her But it was wicked 

of him to tell her now. She would hear no more, 
speak to him no more, and escape as soon as might 
be from the baleful influence, which she felt with 
horror that she was not strong enough to combat. 

Quickly she moved along the path, despairing, 
on towards the house, longing for the privacy of her 
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<5l3ainber, where, locked in, she could give vent to her 

Sorrow. ** Poor Cy ! " she thought. " He shall never, 

33. ever know. That gruesome secret, at least, shall be 

:f or ever locked within my breast, all through life unto 

"tlie end." The end ! To one so full of buoyancy how 

far away it seemed^ — the end — yet now in her new- 

l3om agony and terror she hungered for release! 

The future, which she had striven so hard to look 

' »t cheerfully, now, bereft of glamour, was appalling ; 

and, as with repulsion she surveyed it in its new 

aspect, she felt an overwhelming pity for her cousin, 

in that it was no fault of his. Unhinged, sore 

troubled, she could not trust herself to speak with 

any one ; a passing inanity of complaint would be an 

extra thrust under which she would possibly succumb. 

Solitude, nothing but solitude ! A night of prayer 

and reason, and to-morrow she would come forth with 

a calm face, at least, though her soul should be rent 

asunder. 

Noiselessly she sped along the path, followed slowly 
at a distance by thei bewildered Leoline, who could 
not understand her conduct ; and flitted up the steps 
to the terrace, bent on reaching her room by a back 
staircase allotted to the servants. Some one was 
standing in the hall, warming his feet before the fire. 
Cyrus himself ! What brought him from the village, 
where he was staying with his fellows? He of all 
men on earth ! She could not talk to him now. He 
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turned^ and, as Leo had done, held out both his 
hands. Involuntarily she tendered hers, chill little 
hands like ice, and, standing benignly over her, he 
chafed them in his big palms. 

" Poor Abby ! my poor bird ! ** he whispered, with a 
strange compassion. "Does it hurt you so? lean 
be very sorry for you, feeUng as I do myself." 

Abigel looked up inquiringly, striving hard to eon- 
trol the trembling of her lips. 

" Take it back, Abby ; for 'twas too good for me. 
I should have known it, if I had not been a zany." 

" Take back— what— Cy ? " faltered Abigel. 

"The love you promised me, my dear, and which 
was not yours to give." 

" Cyrus," murmured the girl, " you won me 
loyally ; and freely I give myself." 

" Take my bird to keep it in a cage, where it will 
break its wings and batter its plumage ? No. I was 
a presumptuous jackadandy even to dream that it 
was possible. I don't blame you for the pain ; you 
could not help it, dear. Cribb warned me times out 
of number ; but, wise in my own conceit, forsooth, I 
didn't choose to be convinced. But I know now -" 

" What do you know ? " whispered Abigel, her brain 
in a whirl. " I do love you, Cy, most dearly. How 
ungrateful I should be if I did not ! " 

"You love me through gratitude," sighed her 
cousin, gently. " With that I must be content. His 
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^Eloyal Highness himseK deigned to send for me, and 

■feold me what I should have known without the telling ; 

-s^nd I give it you back, my dear, more freely and 

X'rankly than you gave it." 

** Eight, my lad!" cried a cheery voice out of the 
-gloom, from which emerged the burly form of Mr. 
-Cribb. Seated in the shadow, Abigel had not per- 
ceived his presence. ''Eight, my boy! Do what's 
right, and shame the devil. It's well over, I say, as 
the woman said who hanged her husband. You both 
would have been sorry in the end, when it was too 
late ; and his Eoyal Highness has conferred another 
of many favours in occupying himself with your 
affairs. Come, come, my bonny lass ; you must not 
dim those bright eyes of yours with crying. We've 
had a deal too many tears of late. Don't fret because 
you can't have both the boys ! I expect you to dance 
with me to-morrow at the ball, unless I'm too old and 

Leoline c^ppeared in the doorway, and seeing the 
group, stood there irresolute, till Cyrus beckoned him 
to approach. 

''Leo," the latter said quietly — "if I may be 
allowed once more to call your lordship by the old 
familiar name — she has worked hard to win for you 
this splendid present; I now give you a yet more 
precious one. Go to him, Abby dear, and pray God 
he may make you happy ! " 
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Cyrus placed his cousin, sobbing bitterly, in the 
arms of the amazed young lord, and, pushing the 
burly Cribb before him with scant ceremony, moved 
away with bowed head. 

" That is a noble fellow ! " Leo said presentl3'^- 
There was a moment of embarrassed silence. Then 
he whispered, " If you won't have Lord Northallerton,, 
will you take the blacksmith's 'prentice ? " 

Abigel made no reply, but, leaning wearily upon 
his bosom, continued silently to weep. Without con- 
sent in words, she had in that self-same house 
accepted Cyrus ; and now its new possessor was fain 
to take silence for consent. 
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CHAPTER XV. 

UNEXPECTED NEWS. 

The projected ball which had exercised my lord 
Yarmouth's artistic accomplishments, and had set 
so many local female bosoms fluttering, never took 
place ; for the gladness of the little knot of pleasure - 
seekers was doomed to be swallowed in the great wave 
of mourning which suddenly enveloped England. 
The very next day after the triumphal entry, a 
mounted courier came galloping up the neglected 
approach, dusty and travel-stained, a bearer of evil 
tidings. Where were my lords Yarmouth and 
Northallerton ? There was awful news, terrible news, 
which had fallen on London like a thunderbolt ! It 
must be broken to his Eoyal Highness gently. Lady 
Hertford said, for of all calamities that could have 
happened, it was the most grievous. "Merciful 
Heaven ! *' cried Lord Yarmouth, turning a shade less 
red; "what is it? The Prince is at his toilet, pre- 
paring to receive a deputation. News! Has the 
Princess of Wales returned to England ? " No ; worse 
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than that. The confinement of the Princess Charlotte 
was over, and after five hours' labour she was dead. 

The guests who had come down to breakfast 
gathered in hushed groups, horror-stricken. She 
whose womanhood had dawned with such sunny pro- 
mises after a childhood of thunder and rain, had been 
plucked away without warning. No one expected 
such an end. When parting from her father a few 
days before, she had said with her sweet smile, *'I 
am the happiest woman in all this lovely world, for 
I have not a wish ungratified." And now she was 
gone. All that remained was lying under a mass of 
flowers, stiff and stark, beside a still-bom son; while 
Leopold, crouching dry-eyed on a sofa, prayed for 
strength to bear. The blow, so utterly unexpected, 
fell with stunning effect. The scowling lower orders, 
forgetting private grievances, met their natural 
enemies upon common ground ; the loss was national, 
and the whole nation mourned. 

The Prince of Wales, who had of late received so 
many shocks, was bowed to the earth. Was nothing 
ever to go right with him any more ? That autumn 
leaves should drop around and swirl about his feet 
was natural, but that this one bud of hope should be 
blasted to whom all parties looked ; this tie of affection 
broken between himself and his people, which, through 
suspicion of his wife, he had chosen for so long to 
consider with an eye of jealousy — was too dreadful to 
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be realized at once. Backed by remorse and un- 
availing sorrow, he forgot Charlotte's little faults — 
her warm temper, obstinacy, brusqueness, tomboy 
manners, exuberant forwardness; and saw nothing 
but the bright young mother lying in an early grave. 
The brief gleam of happiness had improved her 
vastly, had softened the rough edges of her character ; 
and when, as had been much the case of late, father 
and child were thrown together, the idea had struck 
him hazily that years hence, when he was no longer 
young, it might be well to have a warm-hearted, affec- 
tionate daughter to supervise his comforts. But that 
pleasant prospect was dashed, as, for him, all was 
shattered which bade fair to be agreeable. Caroline 
would not die, not she ; she would Uve yet to plague 
him for half a century. Only t'other day a letter of hers 
had fallen into his hands, in which she wrote, " Since 
de English won't give me de great honour of being 
Princesse de Galles, I will be Caroline, a happy, merry 
soul. The old Begum, de Queen, is on her last legs, 
I hear ; mais 9a ne me fait ni froid ni chaud. There 
was a time when I should have been glad, but now 
noting in de world do I care for save to pass de time 
quickly." Dear amiable creature ! She received the 
news of Charlotte's tragic fate with perfect apathy, 
too much absorbed in the enjoyment of her Eccentric 
freedom to heed such a trifle. But enough of the 
Dreadful Woman. 
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My lord Eldon^ who had been wont to bully his 
yoting mistress, was present at Charlotte's death-bed^ 
and was deeply moved by the kinpl hints thrown out 
whereby he was to know that she had forgiven his 
sallies. There were few others there ; for, by a curious 
chance, the members of the royal family were 
scattered to the winds of heaven. The Begent, we 
know, was in the country ; the Queen was at Bath ; 
Kent at Brussels; Cambridge at Hanover; und so 
weiter. And so the young thing started on her journey 
with none for whom she cared to wish her God-speed, 
except her distracted and bereaved husband. 

Abigel grieved sincerely for her friend, and was 
drawn by the poignancy of present sorrow from the 
consideration of her private woes. In truth, she 
passed a painful night, and issued from her chamber 
trim and neat, but with, oh, such a gloomy visage I 
Twisting and turning on her couch, she had en- 
deavoured with all her strength of will to be satisfied 
with the aspect of affairs, to be pleased with her own 
behaviour. But it would not do; and, after futile 
efforts to forget, she rose, depressed and feverish, and 
watched the growing dawn. Were people right who 
called her a coquetting flirt? She had resolved to 
be so heroic, to link her arm within that of Cyrus 
and make him happy, to sweeten her matrimonial 
tea with a consciousness of virtuous abnegation. She 
was to be a willing sacrifice. Then had come the 
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interview with Leoline and his confession. Her 
impulse was to run away and hide, and tussle with 
ApoUyon in a dark comer, and, winning a hard-earned 
victory, to tire her head and wash her face, and say 
nothing at all about it. That was her sturdy view 
of heroism and of duty. Cy should never know about 
that tussle in the dark comer. For him she was 
always to wear a smiling mask, however sore her 
heart; and time would soften the sharpness of the 
pain, and she would be able some day to sit calmly 
by her hearth with lines of silver in her raven hair, 
perfectly unruflfled and content. A suspicion had 
crossed her mind from poor Charlotte's badinage that 
the Princess might some of these days air her match- 
making proclivities for her behoof, and had settled to 
her own satisfaction that she would marry Cyrus 
quickly — of course he would be only too delighted — to 
prevent distasteful meddling. But somehow the situa- 
tion had come about quite differently from the way she 
had prepared herself to meet it. Leo had taken pos- 
session, as if there could be no doubt as to her own 
feelings ; and when she revolted from that piece of ill- 
timed impudence, lo, Cyrus himself turned round and 
laid her on his rival's breast. The worst of it all was, 
that in her heart of hearts she was glad. But at the 
same time she was humiliated ; for the inward monitor 
declared in accents which would be heard that she 
was playing le role ridicule, while Cy carried oflf the 
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honours. She had behaved like a coquette. This 
it was that rankled as she lay and tossed ; and she 
had resolved that she would summon courage to tell 
Leoline it might not be, and run away somewhere 
quite alone without any luggage. But, on emerging, 
resolute, from her chamber, she came face to face 
with Thomas. 

The full-moon of Mr. Cribb was so radiant, he 
looked so pleased, that in her dissatisfied mood Miss 
Eowe could have boxed his ears with satisfaction. 
Papa Cribb was come to gloat over her false position, 
and glory in the emancipation of his boy. It was 
impertinent and cruel ! Jerking her chin, Abigel 
endeavoured to pass, but the Champion spread his 
broad form across the staircase. 

" All's well that ends well," he said. " You two 
foolish young people have learnt to know your minds, 
thank Heaven. Do you really think you could have 
been happy serving the Fancy in a bar-parlour? 
That's what it would have come to. Cy has told 
me that you had at least the grace not to stand in 
his Ught." 

" I intended to tell you so," replied Abigel, with 
dignity. " He shall pluck his laurels unopposed by 
me. In his wife you'll never find an obstacle." 

Cribb shook his bullet head waggishly. "I trust 
not, when he finds one. To make a marriage," he 
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observed, with a gruff guffaw, " it requires two to say 
* I will.* In a hysterical and high-flown state of mind, 
you'd be silly enough to say it, I've no doubt, and 
ready to bite your tongue out after ; but Cy will not. 
He ain't hysterical. With you by the altar rail he'll 
never say * I will ; ' thank the Lord, there's no longer 
any doubt of that." 

Abigel had much ado to restrain her tears. Not 
only did Thomas gloat, but likewise gibe. It was 
vulgar and unmanly; and she was making another 
effort to escape, when he took her hand and held it. 

''Come, come," he said; "don't be cross, but 
reasonable. Why are some girls so perverse that they 
fight and kick against what's best for 'em ? You're 
willing to sacrifice yourself when it isn't necessary, 
and be a martyr; well and good, and a monstrous 
captivating one, too. But why make a martyr of 
poor Cy ? Does he deserve it ? Do you think that 
by the Hght of his affection he would not learn to 
read your thoughts; and do you think that, seeing 
you morbidly unsatisfied and fretting, he would not 
be miserable ? With everything favourable — fair 
wind, trim craft, new sails and cordage — folks find it 
hard enough to weather the matrimonial storm. If 
with everything sunshiny married people find it so 
difficult to get along straight and comfortable, sureUe 
to start handicapped is a tempting of Providence'! 
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If you don*t choose to consider yourself, consider 
him, and think no more of what would be certain 
disaster to your cousin." 

Abigel was crushed. How stlrange that in all her 
self-communings and dissections and examinations 
she had never seen the matter in this light ! It had 
appeared so easy to make Gyrus happy, that she had 
never doubted her capacity in that direction if she 
chose to exert it. Her thoughts had always been 
directed to her own powers of endurance, not to his. 
The anchors were dragging, the bark was insecurely 
moored. With a new feeling of helplessness, she 
realized that as a pilot she was a failure. Like a child 
lost in a crowd, she looked about bewildered for some 
one to clutch. It had seemed so easy to set every- 
thing to rights. With the sweet superiority of the 
extremely young, who, knowing so little, think they 
know so much, she had always been ready to show 
the path to each ; and now she was herseK groping in 
the trackless forest. Whilst putting on a simple robe, 
she had rehearsed half an hour since what she would 
say to Leoline : how she would explain that she could 
never be his countess, the bride of a Plantagenet ; 
that, bom of the people, her lot must needs be lowly ; 
that he must seek a mate among the nobly born. 
But somehow, when he appeared below presently, and 
mounted the stairs with a letter in his hand and deep 
concern upon his brow, and embraced her as if by 
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right, she had nothing to say, and was powerless to 
oflfer resistance ; and when he broke to his dear love, 
in tender tone, that the one cherished friend of her 
own sex was gone, never to be seen again, it was to 
him she turned for consolation. 

* * * * * 

In looking over a heap of rubbish which I have just 
turned out of a dusty drawer, I come upon three yellow 
printed snippings. All have reference to the noble 
art. 

In the first I read that Caleb Eann, better known 
as the Pink of Bow, after a short and unsuccessful 
career — his internal organs diseased by body-punishers 
and a protracted course of excess — was taken into the 
workhouse infirmary of Marylebone ; and that there, 
in the spring of 1820, he succumbed, and, having 
<Ionned his wooden waistcoat, was buried by the 
parish. 

The second scrap is less lugubrious, and purports to 
be cut from the Morning Herald of the 18th of May, 
1822. It reads thus : " On Saturday, the Champion 
of England made his last bow to the amateurs at the 
Fives-courts. Cribb and the Sprig of Myrtle ascended 
the stage, the former decorated with the belt, and in 
the friendly set-to that followed, Tom showed himself 
as game as ever. Then the awful moment arrived 
when he had to say Farewell. He scratched his nob, 
and though his heart was full of gratitude, the chaffer 
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forsook its office. At length he stammered out with 
emotion, ' Gentlemen — I thank you sincerely for the 
favours you have conferred on me ; I do, indeed, and 
may your purses never fail you.' Cribb now retired 
amidst a waving of handkerchiefs and hats; and 
Cyrus Smalley, exceedingly agitated, addressed the 
public in these words : * My lords and gentlemen — 
My dear old dad retires this day from public life — 
God bless him ! — and leaves the belt open to be won. 
I have stood next to him for some time past, and 
mean to stand in his place till I am beat out of it.' " 

The third fragment bears no date, but evidentlj- 
once formed part of a weekly of Mr. Egan's. **In 
less than three years he has fought ten prize battles, 
and though still holding the belt, has fairly earned his 
rest. His friends and admirers, headed by the Duke 
of Beaufort, have bought the lease and goodwill of the 
Waterman's Arms at Stangate, a slap-up lushing crib, 
frequented by the sporting world. Peers and coster- 
mongers, warm admirers all, will help to boil his pot, 
and over the social glass he will fight his victories o'er 
and o'er again." 

The last time I saw Cyrus Smalley was at Battle 
Magna, in the warm glow of midsummer. Hale and 
stout, and good-humoured as of yore, he was teaching 
a small boy, with blue eyes and golden locks, to 
assume the favourite Belcher attitude, while my lord 
and my lady Northallerton looked fondly on. 
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Leoline, with his arm round his wife's waist, was 
bestowing indiscriminate applause. "Brava!" he 
cried, laughing. *' Brava, my plucky little Leo ! 
Learn to use your fists betimes. *Twould be better 
for me if I had done so instead of scribbling verses ; 
for, indeed, your dear mamma is a terrible gray mare^ 
— an angel and a darling — but a tyrant ! '' 



SOO ABIOEL ROWE. 



L'ENVOI. 

I MAY possibly be accused by adherents of Queen 
Caroline (if any such really still exist) of indelicacy 
in raking up old scandals, of heinous wickedness in 
flinging mud at a departed and injured saint. I am 
willing calmly to bear the brunt of such accusations, 
having reason to be convinced that my portrait of the 
lady is like ; and feeling, moreover, assmred that, party 
spirit and biassed rancour having had time to die, it is 
well that blame should lie at the right door. There 
Bxe old people still Uving who mumble the truth now 
of the vanished martyr, and admit that George IV. 
was, to an unusual extent, a victim of circumstances. 

It has given me much satisfaction to find — since 
this novel was written — the following passages in 
the autobiography of Prince Mettemich, one of the 
shrewdest judges of character of his century, and a 
person who could look with regretful but quite un- 
prejudiced eyes upon the proceedings in the British 
Laundry : — 

** June 16, 1820. Queen CaroUne has arrived in 
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Dover, and was drawn by the hands of the people 
from Dover to Canterbury. This does not astonish 
me. A virtuous Queen, worthy of the Crown, would 
in all probability be bespattered with mud by the 
people ; she, of course, must be drawn in triumph " 
(Metternich, vol. iii. p. 380). 

'' I gather that the shameful trial makes a shocking 
impression in England. What would it be if people 
knew the circumstances more exactly ? No English 
mothers can allow their daughters to read the news- 
papers for a long time to come " (lUd., p. 384). 



THE END. 
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